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The Court of England. 


Enter Ring Joux, Queen ELinor, PEMBROKE, 
Ess Ex, and SALISBURY, with CHATILION. 


King Joux. 


| a N? W ſay, Chatilion, what would France with 


„ 7 


us ? . [ France, 
Cuar. Thus, after greeting, ſpeaks the King of 
In my behaviour to the Majeſty, 
The borrow'd Majeſty of England here. 
ELI. A ſtrange beginning; borrow'd Majeſty ! 
K. Jo x. Silence, good mother, hear the embaſſie. 
CHAT. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceaſed brother Geffrey's ſon, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays lawful claim 
To this fair iſland, and the territories : 
To Ireland, Poitiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine: 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide the ſword 


+ The troubleſome Reign of King John was written in tws 
parts by W. Shakeſpear and W. Rowley, and printed 1611. But 
the preſent Play is entirely different, and infinitely ſuperior to it. 
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Which ſways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral titles, 
And put the ſame into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew, and right royal Soveraign. 
K. Joux. What follows, if we diſallow of this? 
CHAT. The proud controul of fierce and bloody 
war, 
T' inforce theſe rights ſo forcibly with-held. 
K. JoHN. Here have we war for war, and blood 
for blood, 
Controulment for controulment ; ſo anſwer France. 
CHAT. Then take my King's defiance from my 
mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my embaſhe. 
K. Jou v. Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in peace. 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France, 
For ere thou canſt report, I will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon ſhall be heard, 
So hence | be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And ſullen preſage of your own decay. 
An honourable conduct let him have, 
Pembroke look to't; farewel Chatilion. 
[ Ex, Chat. and Pem. 
ELI. What now, my ſon, have I not ever ſaid 
How that ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 
? Till the had kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her ſon ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſie arguments of love; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms mult. 
With fearful, bloody iſſue, arbitrate. 
K. Jo nx. Our ſtrong poſſeſſion and our right for us. 
ELI. Your ſtrong poſſeſſion much more than your 
right, 
Or elſe ĩt muſt go wrong with you and me; 
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So much my conſcience whiſpers in your ear, 
Which none but heav'n, and you. and 1 ſhall hear, 
Ess Ex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt controverſie 
Come from the country to be judg'd by you, 
That e er | heard : ſhall I produce the men? 
K John. Let them approach. 
Our abbies and our priories ſhall pay 
This expedition's charge W hat men are you ? 


SCENE II. 
Enter RoBERT FAULCONBRIDGE and the Baſtard. 


BasT, Your faithful ſubje&, I. a gentleman 
Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt fon, 
As | ſuppoſe, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A ſoldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Cocur-de-lion knighted in the field. 
K. Joux. What art thou? 
Ro B. The ſon and heir to that ſame Faulconbridge. 
K. Joux. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ?. 
You came not of one mother then it ſeems? 
Bas r. Moſt certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well known, and as I think one father: 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother; 
Of that 1 doubt, as all men's children may. 
ELI. Out on thee, rude man, thou doit ſhame thy 
| mother, 
14 And wound her honour with this diſſidence. 
1 Bas r. I, madam ? no, I have no reaſon for it? 
| That is my brother's plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a year: 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour and my land. 
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K. JohN. A good blunt fellow: why, being 
younger born, 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 
Bas T. I know not why, except to get the land; 
But once he ſlander d me with baſtardy: 
But whether I be true begot or no, 
That ſtill I lay upon my mother's head; 
But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me) 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourſelf. 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
And were our father, and this ſon like him; 
O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 
I give heav'n thanks I was not like to thee, [here ? 
K. Joux. Why what a mad-cap hath heav'n lent us 
ELI. He hath a trick of Cocur-de-lion's face, 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him: 


Do you not read ſome tokens of my ſon 


In the large compoſition of this man ? 
K. Joux. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard: firrah, ſpeak, 


What doth move you to claim your brother's land? 


Bas r. Becauſe he hath a half-face, like my father, 
With half that face would he have all my land, 
A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year? 
Ros. My gracious Liege, when that my father liv'd, 
Your brother did imploy my father much 
Bas T. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Your tale muſt be how he imploy'd my mother. 
Ros. And once diſpatch'd him in an embaſſie 
To Germany ; there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time: 
Th'advantage of his abſence took the King, 
And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my father's; 
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Where, how he did prevail, | ſhame to ſpeak : 
But truth is truth; large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 
Between my father and my mother lay, 

( as I have heard my father ſpeak himſelf) 
When this ſame luſty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 

His lands to me, and took it on his death 
That this my mother's ſon was none of his 
And if he were, he came into the world 

Full fourteen weeks hefore the courſe of time : 
Then good my liege, let me have what is mine, 


My father's land, as was my father's will. 


K. Joux. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate, 


Vour father's wife did after wedlock bear him: 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 


W hich fault lyes on the hazard of all husbands 


That marry wives, Tell me, how if my brother, 
| Who as you ſay took pains to get this ſon, | 


Had of your father claim'd this ſon for his, 


In ſooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world, 


In ſooth he might; then if he were my brotker's, 


My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
| Being none of his, refuſe him; this concludes, 

| My mother's ſon did get your father's heir, 

| Your father's heir muſt have your father's land. 


Ros. Shall then my father's will be of no force 


| To diſpoſſeſs that child which is not his? 


BasT, Of no more force to diſpoſſeſs me, Sir, 


Than was his will to get me, as I think, 


ELI. Say, hadſt thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 


[ And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land : 
Or the reputed ſon of Coeur - de- lion, 


Lord of thy preſence, and no land beſide ? 
Vor. IV, © B 
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BasT, Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape, 


And | had his; Sir Robert's his, like him, ET 
And if my legs were two ſuch riding rods, In 
My arms ſuch ee}-ſkins ſtuft; my face ſo thin, Wh 
That in mine ear I durſt not ſtick a rofe, | A 
Lefl men ſhould ſay, look where three farthings goes; Neat 
And to his ſhape were hcir to all his land ; And 
Would I might never ſtir from off this place, # 7% 
I'd give it every foot to have this face: A 1: 
I would not be 4 Sir Nobbe in any caſe. 'Cor 


ELI. Ilike thee well; wilt thou forſake thy fortune, por 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
Iam a ſoldier and now bound to France. [chance; pot 

Bas r. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, 

Yet ſell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam, III follow you unto the death. 

ELI. Nay, I would have you go before me thither, 

Bas r. Our country manners give our betters way, 

K. John. What is thy name? 

Bas r. Philip, my Liege, ſo is my name begun, 
Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldeſt ſon. 

K. Joux. From henceforth bear his name whoſe 

form thou bear ſt: | 

Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe up more great, 
Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagenet. [ hand, 

Bas r. Brother by th' mother's ſide, give me your 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land, 
Now bleſſed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

ELI. The very ſpirit of Plantagenet | 
I am thy grandam ; Richard, call me ſo. 


+ Sir Nobbe, a nickname, in contempt, of Sir Robert. 


ape, 


goes; 
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BAS r. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what 


Something about a little from the right, {tho ; 


In at the window, or elſe o'er the hatch: 
Who dares not ſtir by day, muſt walk by night, 
And have is have, however men do catch; 
Near or far off, well won is ſtill well-ſhot, 
And I am I, howe'er | was begot. [ deſire, 
K. Join. Go Faulconbridge, now haſt thou thy 
A landleſs Knight makes thee a landed 'Squire : 
Come madam, and come Richard; we mult ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 
BasT. Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee, 


For thou was got i'th*way of honeſty. [ Ex. all but Baſt. 


B 
A foot of honour better than I was 


But many, a many foot of land the worſe ! 


Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 


© Good-den, Sir Richard, 


Godamercy fellow, 


And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth forget mens names: 
Tis too reſpective and * unſociable 

For your + converſing. Now your traveller, 
He and his tooth - pick at my worſhip's meſs ; 


And when my knightly ſtomach is ſuffic'd, 
Why then [ ſuck my teeth, and catechiſe 
My f piked man of countries, 


| 


O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your beſt command, 
At your employment, at your ſervice, Sir: 


my dear Sir, 
(Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin) 

I ſhall beſeech you, that is Queſtion now, 
And then comes Anſwer like an AB C- book: 


too ſociable. + converſion. f piked, i. e. formal, bearded. 
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No Sir, ſays Queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours. 


And ſo ere Anſwer knows what Queſtion would, 
(Saving in dialogue of compliment, 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean and the river Po.) 


It draws towards ſupper in concluſion ſo. 


But this is worſhipful ſociety, 

And fits the mounting ſpirit like myſelf : 

For he is but a baſtard to the time 

That doth not ſmack of obſervation, 

And ſo am | whether I ſmoak or no: 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, ſweet, {ſweet poiſon for the ages tooth; 
Which tho I will not practiſe to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 

For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riſing. 

But who comes in ſuch haſte in riding robes ? 
What woman-polt is this ? hath ſhe no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 
O me, it is my mother; now, good lady, 

What brings you here to court ſo haſtily? 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Lady FauLconnRIDGE and JAMES GURNEY, 


Lady, Where is that ſlave, thy brother? where 


is he? 
That holds in chaſe mine honour up and down. 


Bas r. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's ſon, 


Colbrand the giant, that ſame mighty man, 
Is it Sir Robert's ſon that you ſeek ſo ? 


Lady. Sir Robert's ſon? ay, thou unrev'rend boy, 
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Sir Robert's ſon, why ſcorn'ſt thou at Sir Robert? 
He is Sir Robert's ſon ! and ſo art thou. 
Bas r. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while? 
Gus. Good leave, good Philip. 
i Bas r. Philip, “ ſparrow, James. 
| T here's toys abroad, anon I'll tell thee more. 
6 [Exit James, 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's ſon. 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-Friday, and ne'er broke his faſt : 
Sir Robert could do well; + marry confeſs 
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We know his handy-work, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholden for theſe limbs? 
Sir Robert never help'd to make this leg. 
LAP. Haſt thou conſpir'd with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gain ſhould'ſt defend mine honour : 
What means this ſcorn, thou molt untoward knave ! 
Bast. Knight —Knight, good mother, Raſiliſco like 
Why I am dubb'd, I have it on my ſhoulder : 
But mother, I am not sir Robert « ſon, 
; I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert and my land, 
; Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some proper man I hope; who was it, other 
Lp. Haſt thou deny'd thyſelf + Faulconbridge? 
Bas r. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 
ere LA Dx. King Richard Coeur- de lion was thy father; 
By long and vehement ſuit I was ſeduc'd 
3 To make room for him in my lusband's bed. 
„ Heav'n lay not my tranſgreſſion to my charge! 


E V. 


* Philip is a common name for a tame par row. 


7.5 i + marry to confeſs. Could get me! G4. 
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Thou art the iſſue of my dear offence, 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 

BAs r. Now by this light were I to get again, 
Madam, I would no wiſh a better father. 
Some fins do bear their privilege on earth, 
And ſo doth yours; your fault was not your folly ; 
Needs mult you lay your heart at his diſpoſe, 
Subjected tribute to commanding love; 
Againſt whoſe fury and unmatched force 
The awleſs lion could not wage the fight, 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands. 
He that per force robs lions of their hearts, 
May eaſily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 
With all my heart I thank thee for my father. 
Who lives and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well 
When I was got, I'll ſend his ſoul to hell. 
Come, lady, I will ſhew thee to my kin, 

And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadſt ſaid him nay, it had been fin ; 

Who ſays it was, he lyes ; 1 ſay twas not. 

[ Exeunt, 


©3216. SEES £ 
SCENE, before the walls of Angiers in France. 


Enter Paitie King of France, LEWIS the Dauphin, 
the Archduke of AUSTRIA, CONSTANCE, and AR- 
THUR, 


LEwis. 
Efore Angiers, well met brave Auſtria, 
Arthur! that great fore-runner of thy blood 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart, 
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And fought the holy wars in Paleſtine, 
By this brave Duke came early to his grave: 


And for amends to his poſterity, 


At our importance hither 1s he come, 
To ſpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 
And to rebuke the uſurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, Engliſh John, 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
ARTH. God ſhall forgive you Coeur-de-lion's death 
The rather, that you give his off-ſpring life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war, 
I give you welcome with a pow'rleſs hand, 
But with a heart full of unſtained love: 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble boy! who would not do thee 
right? 
Ausr. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiſs, 
As ſeal to this indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I will no more return, 
Till Angiers and the right thou haſt in France, 
Together with that pale, that white fac'd ſhore 
Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
And coops from other lands her iſlanders; 
Ev'n till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, ſtill ſecure 
And confident from foreign purpoſes, 


En till that outmoſt corner of the weſt 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy, 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 


ConsT. O take his mother's thanks, a widow's 


thanks, 
Till your ſtrong hand ſhall help to give him ſtrength, 
To make a more requital to your love. [ſwords 


Avs r. The peace of heay'n is theirs, who lift their 


| 
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In ſuch a juſt and charitable war. [bent 
K. PH1L1e, Well then to work, our engines ſhall be 
Againſt the brows of this reſiſting town; 
Call for our chiefeſt men of diſcipline, 
To cull the plots of beſt advantages, 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmens blood, 
But we will make it ſubject to this boy. 
Cos r. Stay for an anſwer to your embaſſie, 
Leſt unadvis'd you (tain your ſwords with blood, 
My lord Chatilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war, 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of blood 
That hot raſh haſte ſo indirectly ſhed. 
Enter CHATIL1ON, 
K. Ph1L1P, A wonder, lady! lo, upon thy with 
Our meſſenger Chatilion is arriv'd; 
What England ſays, ſay briefly, gentle lord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee. Chatilion ſpeak. {| ſiege, 
CHaT. Then turn your forces from this paultry 
And (tir them up againſt a mightier taſk, 
England, impatient of your juſt demands, 
Hath put himſelf in arms; the adverſe winds, 
M hoſe lziſure 1 have ſtaid, have giv'n him time 
To land his legions all as ſoon as l. | 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
His forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. 
With him along is come the Mother-Queen ; 
An Ate, ſtirring him to blood and ſtrife. 
With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a baſtard of the King deceas'd, 
And all th'unſettled humours of the land; 
Raſh, inconſid'rate, fiery voluntaries, 
With ladies faces, and fierce dragons ſpleens, 
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Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 

Bearing their birthright proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here, 

In brief, a btaver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits 

Than now the Engliſh bottoms have watt o'er, 

Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 

To do offence and * ſcathe in Chriſtendom. 

The interruption of their churliſh drums [ Drums beat. 

Cuts off more circumſtance; they are at hand, | 

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. ſtion ! 
K. Phil. How much unlook'd for is this expedi- 

Ausr. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 

We mult awake endeavour for defence ; 

For courage mounteth with occaſion : 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, 


SERENE 1, 


Enter King England, Baſtard, ELIxox, BL Auch, 
PEM BROKER, and others. 


K. Joux. Peace be to France, if France in 8 
permit | 
Our juſt and lineal entrance to our own: 
If not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to heav'n! 


Whilſt we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heav'n. 


K PHIL Ir. Peace be to England, if that war return 


From France to England, there to live in peace. 
England we love, and for that England's ſake 
With burthen of our armour here we ſweat; 
This toil of ours ſhould be a work of thine, 
But thou from loving England art fo far, 

That thou haſt under-wfovght its lawful Ring 


* ſcathe. miſchief. 
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Cut off the ſequence of poſterity, 
Out-faccd infant ſtate, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden- virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face, 
Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little abſtract doth contain that large 
Which dy'd in Geffrey; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That Gefirey was thy elder brother born, 
And this his ſon ; England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's; in the name of God 
How comes it then that thou art call'd a King, 
When living blood doth in theſe temples beat, 
Which own the crown that thou o'er-maſterelt ? 
K. Joux. From whom haſt thou this great com- 
miſſion, France, 
To draw my anſwer to thy articles ? [thoughts 
K. Pur. From that ſupernal judge that ſtirs good 
In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, 
To look into the blots and ſtains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy; 
Under whoſe warrant | impeach thy wrong, 
And by whoſe help 1 mean to chaſtiſe it. 


94 I mean to chaſtiſe it, 
K. JohN. Alack, thou doſt uſurp authority. 

K. PHIL. Excuſe it, 'tis to beat uſurping down, 
EL1. Who is't that thou doſt call uſurper, France? 
ConsT. Let me make anſwer: thy uſurping ſon, 
EL 1. Out inſolent! thy baſtard ſhall be King, 

That thou may'ſt be a Queen, and check the world 
ConsT. My bed was ever to thy ſon as true, 
As thine was to thy husband; and this boy, 


Liker in feature to his father Getirey, * 


his; 


com- 


ughts 
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King John, this is the very ſum of all; 


England, and Ireland. Anjou, Touraine, Main, 


right of Arthur 1 do claim of thee: 
Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy arms? 
K. Jonn. My life as ſoon, 1 do deſie thee, France, 
Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my hand, 


Than thou and John, in manners being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a baſtard! by my ſoul I think 
His father never was ſo true begot ; 
It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. 
ELt. There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. 
Co xs r. There's a good grandam, boy, that would blot 
thee. N 
Ausr. Peace. 
Bas r. Hear the crier. 
Ausr. What the devil art thou? 
BAS T. One that will play the devil, Sir, with you, 


And a may catch your hide and you alone. 


You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
Whoſe valour plucks dead lions by the beard, 
I'll ſmoak your skin- coat, and I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't, i'faith I will, i'faith. 

BLAN CH. O well did he become that Lion's robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lion of that robe. 

BAST. It lyes as ſightly on the back of him, 


As great Alcides ſhoes upon an Aſs; 
But, Aſs, I'll take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that ſhall make your ſhoulders crack. 


Ausr. What cracker is this ſame that deafs our ears 


With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath? 


King Lewis, determine what we ſhall do ſtreight. 
Lewis. Women and fools, break off your conference. 
k P11. King John, this, &c. 


C2 


20 KING JOHN. U. 2, 


And out of my dear love [ll give thee more, 
Than e'er the coward-hand of France can wig, # 


of France can win; 
Submit thee, boy. 
EL 1. Come to thy grandam, child. 
Co Ns r. Do, child, go to it Grandam, child, 
Give Grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry and a fig, 
There's a good Grandam. 
ARTH. Good my mother, peace, 
J would that I were low laid in my grave, 
I am not worth this coil that's made for me, 
ELI. His mother ſhames him fo, poor boy he weeps. 
CoxsT. Now ſhame upon you where ſhe does or na. 
His Grandam's wrong, and not his mother's ſhames 
Draws thoſe heav'n moving pearls from his poor eyes, 
Which heav'n ſhall take in nature of a fee: 
With theſe ſad chryſtal beads heav'n ſhall be brib'd 
Fo do him juſtice, and revenge on you. 
ELI. Thou monſtrous flanderer of heav'n and earth. 
ConsT. Thou monſtrous injurer of heav'n and earth, 
Call me not ſlanderer; thou and thine uſurp | 
The domination, royalties and rights 
Of this oppreſſed boy; tl is is thy eldeſt ſon's on, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee: 
Thy ſins are viſited in this poor child, 
The canon of the law is laid on him, 
Being but the ſecond generation 
Removed from thy ſin conceiving womb. 
K. JoHN. Bedlam, have done. 
Co xs r. I have but this to ſay, 
That he is not only plagued for her fin, 
But God hath made ber ſin and her the plagne 
On this removed iſſue, plagu'd for her, 
And with her plague her ſin; his injury 
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K. Pi. Some trumpet ſummon hither to the walls 


+ Theſe men of Angiers ; let us hear them ſpeak, 
Whole title they admit, Arthur's or John's, 
[ Trumpet ſounds, 


SCENE III. 


Enter a Citizen upon the walli. 


Cir. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls 7 
K. Pair, *'Tis France for England. | 
K. Joux. England for itſelf ; 
You men of Angiers, and my loving ſubjects 
K. PAL. You loving men of Angier's, Arthur's 
ſubjects, 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle 
K. Joan, For our advantage; therefore hear us firſt: 
Theſe flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and proſpect of your town, 
Have hither march d to your endamagement. 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath; 
5. And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth 
| Their iron indignation gainſt your walls: 


Her injury, the beadle to her ſin, 
All puniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 
And all for her; a plague upon her. 
ELI. Thou unadviſcd ſcold, I can produce 

A will that bars the title of thy ſon. 

Coms r. Ay. who doubts that? a will; a wicked 1 
1 A woman's will; a canker'd Grandam's will. 

K. Parte. Peace, lady, pauſe, or be more temperate ; 
: | It ill beſeems this preſence to cry Amen 
To theſe ill tuned repetitions, 

4 _—_ trumpet, Cc. 


1 
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All preparations for a bloody ſiege 
And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe French, 
Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates; 


And but for our approach, thoſe ſleeping ſtones 


That as a waſte do girdle you about, 

By the compulſion of their ordinance 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had been diſhabited, and wide havock made 

For bloody power to ruſh upon your peace. 

But on the ſight of us your lawful King, 

(Who painfully with much expedient march 
Have brought a counter-check before your gates, 
To ſave unſcratch'd your city's threatned cheeks) 
Behold the French amaz'd vouchfafe a parle; 
And now inſtead of bullets wrap'd in fire, 

To make a ſhaking fever in your walls, 

They ſhoot but calm words folded up in ſmoak, 
To make a faithleſs error in your ears 


Which truſt accordingly, kind citizens, 


And let in us, your King, whoſe labour d ſpirits 
Fore · weary' d in this action of ſwift ſpeed, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 


K PH1iL. When have ſaid, make anſwer to us both. 


Loe in this right hand, whoſe protection 


Is moſt divinely vow d upon the right 


Of him it holds, ſtands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder brother of this man, 

And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread 

In warlike march theſe greens before your town : 
Being no further enemy to you, 

Than the conſtraint of hoſpitable zeal, 


t winking, @ metaphor for half- open. 
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In the relief of this oppreſſed child, 
Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
tes; To pay that duty which you truly owe 
To him that owns it, namely this young Prince, 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 
Save in aſpe&, hath all offence ſeal'd up: 
Our cannons malice vainly ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt th invulnerable clouds of heav'n; 
And with a bleſſed, and unvext retire, 
With unhback'd ſwords, and helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will bear home that luſty blood again 
Which here we came to {pour againſt your town z 
And leave your children, wives and you in peace, 
But if you fondly paſs our proffer'd offer, 
*Tis not the“ rounder of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our meſſengers of war : 
, Tho all theſe Engliſh, and their diſcipline, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference, 
Then tell us, ſhall your city call us lord, 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd it ? 
Or ſhall we give the ſignal to our rage, 
And ſtalk in blood to our poſſeſſion ? 
both. Cir. In brief, we are the King of England's ſubjedts, 
| For him, and in his right, we hold this town. (in. 
EK. Jonn, Acknowledge then the King, and let me 
- Ctr, That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him vill we prove loyal; till that time 
Have we ramm'd up our gates againſt the world. 
| K. Joux. Doth not the crown of England prove 


ks) 


the King ? 
And if not that, " bring you witneſſes, 
Twice fifteen thouſand hearts of England's breed 
Bas r. (Baſtards, and elſe.) 


| * or circle. 


V——_— — 
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K. Jonn. To verify our title with their lives. 


K. Pull. As many, and as well born bloods a: 
thoſe 


BAS r. (Some baſtards too.) 
K. Pult. Stand in his face to contradict his claim, 
Cir. Till you compound whoſe right is worthieſt, 
We for the worthieſt hold the right from both. 
K. Joux. Then God forgive the ſin of all thoſe ſouls, 
That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, ſhall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King. 
K Puli. Amen, Amen. Mount chevaliers, to arms. 
Bas r. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, and 
eber ſince 
Sits on his horſeback at mine hoſteſs' door, 
Teach us ſome fence, Sirrah, were l at home 
At your den, ſirrah, with your Lioneſs, 
* I'd ſet an Ox-head to your Lion's hide, 
And make a monſter of you. [To Auſtria. 
AUST. Peace,. no more, 
Bas r. O tremble, for you hear the Lion roar. 
K. Jonn, Up higher to the pen, where we'll ſet 
rth 
in beſt appointment all-our regiments. 
Bas T. Speed then to take th' advantage of the 
held, . 
K. Pull. It ſhall be ſo; and at the other hill 
Command the reſt to ſtand, God and our right! 
| [Exeunt. 
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Stain'd in the dying laughter of their foes. 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. [hold, 
1 Cir. Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might be⸗ 
From firſt to laſt, the onſet and retite 


5 lalty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 
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SCENE. IV. 


Here, after excurſions, enter the Herald of France 
10 with trumpets to the gates, 


F. HER. You men of Angiers,open wide yout gates, 
And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in; 
W ho by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Engliſh mother, 
Whoſe ſons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding ground: 
And many a widow's husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd earth; 
While victory with little loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly diſplay'd 
To enter conquerors ; and to proclaim 


Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours. 


Enter Engliſh Herald with trumpet. 
E. Hex. Rejoice, you men of Angiers; ring you 
0 bells; 
King John, your King and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their armours, that match'd hence ſo ſilver- bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens blood, 
There (tuck no plume in any Engliſh creſt; 
That is removed by a ſtaff of France. 
Our colours do retarn in thoſe ſame hands, 
That did diſplay them when we ſirſt march'd forth; 
And like a jolly troop of huntſmen come 


Of both _ armies, whoſe equality 
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By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured ; 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have anſwer'l 
blows ; [ power, 

Strength match'd with ſtrength, and power confronted 

Both are alike, and both alike we like; 

One muſt piove greateſt. While they weigh ſo even, 

We hold our town for neither; yet for both, 


"SCENE V. 
Enter the two Kings with their Powers at ſeveral doors. 


K. Joux. France, halt thou yet more blood to cal: 
away ? | | 
Say ſhall the current of our right run on ? 
Whoſe paſſage, vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-ſwell 
With courſe diſturb'd ev'n thy conſining ſhores ; 
Unleſs thou let his ſilver water keep | 
A peaceful progreſs to the ocean. "Flood 
K. PHIL. England, thou haſt not ſav'd one drop of 
In this hot tryal, more than we of France; 
Rather loſt more. And by this hand I ſwear 
That ſways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay by our juſt-born arms, 
We'll put thee down 'gainſt whom theſe arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead; 
Gracing the ſcroul that tells of this war's loſs, 
With {laughter coupled to the name of Kings. 


Bas r. Ha! Majeſty ; bow high thy glory towers, 


When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire! 

Oh now doth Death line his dead chaps with ſteel ; 
The {words of ſoldiers are his teeth, his phangs ; 
And now he feaſts, mouthing the fleſh of men 

In unde ter min d diff rences of Kings. 


A 
L 
A 
C 


A WB 


anſwer'{ 
[ power, 
nfronted 


o even, 


20 door:, 


J to call 


e bear, 


Till their ſoul-fearing clamours have braul'd down 
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Why ſtand theſe royal fronts amazed thus ? 

Cry havock, Kings, back to the ſtained field 

You equal potents, fiery-kindled ſpirits ! 

Then let confuſion of one part confirm 

The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and death. 
K. Joux. Whoſe party do the townſmen yet admit? 
K. PHiL1p, Speak citizens, for England, who's 

your King ? King. 
Cir. The King of England, when we know the 
K. Pulli. Know him in us, that here hold up 
his right, 

K. Joux. In us, that are our own great deputy, 

And bear poſſeſſion of our perſon here, 

Lord of our preſence, Angiers, and of you, 

Cir, A greater pow'r than we denies all this; 

And till it be undoubted, we do lock 

Our former ſeruple in our ſtrong bar'd gates.“ 

Bas r. By heav'n, theſe ſcroyles of Angiers flout 

þ you Kings, 

And ſtand ſecurely on their battlements 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 

At your induſtrious ſcenes and acts of death. 

You royal preſences be rul'd by me; 

Do like the Mutines of Jeruſalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjundly bend 

Your ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this town. 

By eaſt and weſt let France and England mount 

Their batt'ring cannon charged to the mouths, 


in our ſtrong-bar'd gates: 

Kings of our fear, until our fears reſolv'd 

Be by ſome certain king purg'd and depos'd. 
BAS T. By heav'n, Cc. 

D 2 


| 


Even till unfenced deſolation 


Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
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The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city, 
I'd play inceſſantly upon theſe jades 


Leave them as naked as the vulgar air, 

That done, diſſever your united ſtrengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again, 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point. 

Then in a moment fortune ſhall cull forth 

Oyt of one ſide her happy minion, 

To whom in favour ſhe thall give the day, 

And kiſs him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counſel, mighty ſtates ? 
K. Join. Now by the ſky that hangs above our 

heads, | 

I like it well, France, ſhall we knit our pow'rs, 

And lay this Angiers even with the ground, 

Then after, fight who ſhall be King of it ? 
Bas r. And if thou haſt the mettle of a King, 

Being wrong'd as we are by this peeviſh town, 


As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walls; 
And when that we have dath'd them to the ground, 
Why then deſie each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon ourſelves for heav'n or hell. ' 
K. PHiL1p, Let it be ſo; ſay, where will you 
aſſault? 
K. Jonx. We from the welt will ſend deſtruction 
Into this city's boſom. 
Ausr. I from the north. 
K. PHILI. Our thunder from the ſouth 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. | 


+——— bullets on this town. 
Bas r. O prudent diſcipline! from north to ſouth ; 
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Cir. Hear us great Kings; vouchſafe a while to ſtay, 
And 1 ſhall ſhew you peace, and fair-fac'd league. 
Win you this city without ſtroke or wound; 

Reſcue thoſe breathing lives to die in beds, 

That here come ſacrifices for the field ; 

Perſevere not, but hear me, mighty Kiogs, [ hear, 
K. Joux. Speak on; with favour we are bent ta 
Cir. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch, 

Is near to England; look upon the years 

Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 

If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 

Where ſhould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 

If zealous love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, 

Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch ? 

If love ambitious ſought a match of birth, 

Whoſe veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ? 

Such as the is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 

Is the young Dauphin every way compleat : : 

If not compleat of, ſay he is not ſhe ; 

And ſhe again wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not, that ſhe is not he. 

He is the half part of a bleſſed man, 


Left to be finiſhed by ſuch a ſhe; 
And the a fair divided excellence, 


hoſe fulneſs of perfeQion lies in him. 


O two ſuch ſilver currents, when they join, 
: 1 o glorify the banks that bound them in: 
1 And two ſuch ſhores to two ſuch ſtreams made one, 


Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, | 


To theſe two Princes, if you marry them. 


F Auſtria and France ſhoot in each other's mouth. 
6 ll tir them to it; come away, Away. 
CiT, Hear us great Kings, Cc. 
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This union ſhall do more than battery can, 
To our falt cloſed gates: for at this match, 
With ſwifter * ſpeed than powder can enforce, 
The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance ; but without this match, 
The ſea enraged is not half ſo deaf, 
Lions ſo confident, mountains and rocks 
So free from motion, no not death himſelf 
In mortal fury half ſo peremptory, 
As we to keep this city, 
Bas r. Here's a (tay, 
That ſhakes the rotten carcaſs of old death 
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth death, and mountains, rocks and ſeas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions, 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. 
What cannoneer begot this luſty blood? 
He ſpeaks plain cannon-fire, and ſmoke and bounce, 


He gives the baſtinado with his tongue: 


Our ears are cudgel'd; not a word of his 
But buffets better than a fiſt of France; 


Zounds, I was never ſo bethumpt with words, 


Since I firſt call'd my brother's father dad. 

EL i. Son, liſt to this conjunction, make this match, 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough; 
For by this knot thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tie 


Thy now-unſur'd aſſurance to the crown, 


That yon green boy ſhall have no ſun to ripe 

The bloom that promiſeth a mighty fruit, 

I ſee a yielding in the looks of France: 

Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their ſouls 
Are capable of this ambition, 


Lelt zeal now melted by the windy . 
6 ſpleen. 
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Of ſoft petitions, pity and remorſe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 
Cir. Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ? 
K. Pr1L1ye. Speak England firſt, that hath bees 
fl forward firſt 
To ſpeak unto this city : what 55 you? [ſon, 
K. Joux. If that the Dauphin there, thy priacely 
Can in this book of beauty read I /ove ; 
Her dowry ſhall weigh equal with a Queen. 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the ſea, 
Except this city now by us beſieg'd, 
Find liable to our crown and dignity ; 
Shall gild her bridal bed, and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions ; 
And ſhe in beauty, education, blood, 
Holds hands with any Princeſs of the world, 
K. PaiLie, What ſay'ſt thou, boy? look in the 
1 lady's face. 
= Lewis, I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wond'rous miracle, * 
I do proteſt I never lov'd myſelf 


| T ill now infixed 1 beheld myſelf, 
Drawa in the flatt'ring table of her eye. 


UV hiſpering with Bl anch, 
BAS r. Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 


*_—— — miracle, 


The ſhadow of my ſelf form'd in her eye, 
Which being but the ſhadow of your ſon, 


Becomes a ſun, and makes your ſon a ſhadow 3: 
1 do proteſt 
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And quarter'd in her heart! he doth eſpie 

Himſelf love's traitor : this is pity now, [be 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter d, there ſhoul! 
In ſuch a love, ſo vile a lout as he. 
Br Ax cu. My uncle's will in this reſpect is mine, 
If he ſee ought in you that makes him like: 
That any thing he ſees, which moves his liking, 
I can with eaſe tranſlate it to my will: 
Or if you will, to ſpeak more properly, 
I will enforce it eaſily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you my lord, 
That all 1 fee in you is worthy love, 
Than this ; that nothing do I ſee in you, [ Judge) 
(Though churliſh thoughts themſelves ſhould be your 
That I can find ſhould merit any hate. 

K. Joux. What ſay theſe young ones? what ſay 

you, my niece ? 

BLANCH. That ſhe is bound in honour ſtill to do 
What you in wiſdom will vouchſafe to ſay. 

K. Johx. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you 


love this lady? 
LEWIS. Nay, aſk me if I can refrain from love, 
For I do love her moſt unfeignedly. [Maine, 


K. Jonx. Then do I give Volqueſſen, Touraine. 
Poictiers, and Anjou, theſe five provinces 4 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thouſand marks of Engliſh coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 
Command thy ſon and daughter to join hands. 

K. PuiLIr. It likes us well; young Princes, cloſe 

your hands. 


7 cloſe your hands. 


Aus r. And your lips to, for I am well aſſur'd 


[be 


re ſhoul! 


is mine. 


ng, 


Judge) 
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w citizens of Angiers ope your gates, 

t in that amity which you have made : 

at Saiat Mary's chappel preſently 

e rites of marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 

not the lady Conſtance in this troop ? 

Iknow ſhe is not; for this match made up, 

er preſence would have interrupted much, 

v here is ſhe and her ſon, tell me, who knows? 

| LEwis. She's ſad and paſlionate at your High- 


4 
* 
1 
+ 
4 4 
1 


neſs tent. 
K. Puirir. And by my faith, this league that we 
N have made 
ill give her ſadneſs very little cure. 
rother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? In her right we came, 
I hich we, God knows, have turn'd another way 
To our own vantage. 
K. Joux. We will heal up all, 
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain, 
And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 
AVe make him lord of. Call the lady Conſtance, 
Some ſpeedy meſſenger bid her repair 
To our ſolemnity: 1 truſt we ſhall, 
If not fill up the meaſure of her will, 


vet in ſome meaſure ſatisſie her ſo, 
That we ſhall top ber exclamation. 

So we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us, 

Io this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 


[Ex, all but Baſt. 


That J did fo, when I was firſt aſſur d. 
K. PHILI. Now citizens, Oc. 


Vor. IV. E 
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SCENE VI. 


Bas r. Mad world, mad Kings, mad compoſition! 
John to {top Arthur's title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part : 
And France, whofe armour conſcience buckled on, 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the ficld, 
As God's own ſoldier ; rounded in the ear 
With that ſame purpoſe changer, that fly devil, 
That broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
Who having no external thing to loſe 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 
That ſmooth fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity : 
Commodity, the biafs of the world, 
The world, which of itſelf is poiſed well, 
Made to run even, upon even ground ; 
Till this advantage, this vile-drawing biafs, 
This ſway of motion, this commodity, 
Makes it take heed from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 
And this ſame biaſs, this commodity, 
This bawd, this broker, this all- changing word, 
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 
From a reſolv'd and honourable war, 
To a molt baſe and vile-concluded peace. 
And why rail I on this commodity ? . 
But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet: 
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, N 
When his fair angels would ſalute my palm; . 
But that my hand, as unattempted yet, 1 
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
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Wall while I am a beggar, I will rail, 
And ſay there is no fin but to be rich: 


Pry d being rich, my virtue then ſhall be, 
Few there 1s no vice, but beygary. 

1 nce Kings break faith upon commodity, 

: Gain be my lord, for Iwill worthip thee, [ Exit, 
1 5 SCENE VIL 
4 : Enter CONSTANCE, ARTHUR and SALISBURY. 
EY Cos r. Gone to be marry'd! gone to ſwear a peace! 
adds Falſe blood to falſe blood join'd ! Gone to be friends ! 

g Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe provinces? 
"WEN Ft is not fo, thou haſt mis-ſpoke, mis-heard ; 
0d; ty Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again, 


It cannot be; thou doſt but ſay tis ſo. 
think I may not truſt thee, for thy word 
s but the vain breath of a common man: 
have a King's oath to the contrary. 
Thou ſhalt be puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am ſick, and capable of fears, 
Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of fears: 
A widow, huſbandleſs, ſubject to fears, 
A woman, naturally born to fears, 
Y 1 And tho thou now confeſs thou didſt but jeſt, 

x With my vext ſpirits I can't take a truce, 

b But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What doſt chou mean hy ſhaking of thy head? 
: 7 Why doſt thou look ſo ſadly on my ſon ? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
5 Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
0 Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
© Be theſe ſad ſi 1gns confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeak again; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
> 


: 
* 
| 
Þ 
: 
[| 
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SAL. As true, as I believe you think them falſe To tre 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. And 
Cos r. Oh if thou teach me to believe this forroy, Franc 
Teach thou this ſorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter fo, 
As doth the fury of two deſp'rate men, 
W hich in the very meeting, fall and die. 
Lewis wed Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou ? 


France friend with England! what becomes of me! 8. 
Fellow be gone, I cannot brook thy ſight.“ I m: 

ARTH, I do beſeech you, mother, be content. 3 C 

Cons r. if thou that bidſt me be content, were grim I. 
Ugly, and ſland rous to thy mother's womb, For 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and ſightleſs ſtains, To 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, Le 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks; 1. 
I would not care, I then would be content: Ca 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou H 


Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 


But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy! 


Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great. 

Of Nature's gifts thou may'ſt with lillies boaſt, 

And with the half-blown roſe. But Fortune, oh ! l 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee, 

Adulterates hourly with thine uncle John, 

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 


—— I cannot brook thy ſight ; 
This news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 

SAL. What other harm have I, good lady, done 
But ſpoke the harm that is by others done? 

ConsT. Which harm within itſelf ſo heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. 

AR TH. 1 do beſeech you, Ge. 


falſe 


ſorroy 
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To tread down fair reſpect of ſoveraignty, 
And made his majeſty the bawd to theirs, 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and to John, 
at (trumpet Fortune, that uſurping John! 
ell me, thou fellow, is not France forſworn ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 
SAL, Pardon me, madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. ſthee, 
CoxsT. Thou may ſt, thou ſhalt, 1 will not go with 
I will inſtruct my ſorrow to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner (ſtoop. 
To me, and to the ſtate of my great grief, 
Let Kings aſſemble : for my grief's ſo great, 
That no ſupporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: here I and ſorrow fit : 
Here is my throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


ACT HL SCENE-ILL 


Continues in France. 


Enter King Joan, King Puilir, LEW1S, BLANCH, 
ELixok, PHIL1P the Baſtard, Aus 14, and 
CONSTANCE, 

K. Pnirir. 
IS true, fair daughter; and this bleſſed day, 
Ever in France ſhall be kept feſtival: 


> To ſolemnize this day, the glorious ſun 


Stays in his courſe, and plays the alchymiſt, 


> Turning with ſplendour of his precious eye 


The meager cloddy earth to glitt'ring gold. 
The yearly courſe that brings this day about, 
Shall never ſee it but a holy-day. 
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ConsT, What hath this day deſerv'd ? what hath it 
That it in golden letters ſhould be ſet [ done, 
Among the high tides in the kalendar ? | 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week, 

This day of ſhame, oppreſſion, perjury : 

Or if it mult (tand ſtill, let wives with child 

Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 

Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſt: 

Except this day, let ſeamen fear no wrack ; 

No bargains break, that are not this day made; 

This day all things begun came to ill end, I 
Yea, faith itſelf to hollow falſhood chang'd. ST 

K. PuiL Ir. By heaven, lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the fair proceedings of this day: 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majelty ? 


ConsT. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit |, 
Reſembling majeſty, which touch'd and try'd ” 
Proves valueleſs: you are forſworn, forſworn. "3 
You came in arms to ſpill my enemies blood, = 
But now in arms, you ſtrengthen it wich yours. = 
The grapling vigour and rough frown of war = 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, = IF! 
And our oppreſſion hath made up this league. BY « x 
Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againſt theſe perjur'd Kings: 11 
A widow cries, be huſband to me, heav'n! oy « | 


Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the days in peace; but ere ſun-ſet, 


Set armed diſcord 'twixt theſe perjur'd Kings. 1 A 
Hear me, oh hear me! | - 
Ausr. Lady Conſtance, peace. [war: Jau 
Coxs r. War, war, no peace; peace is to me a n 
O Lymoges, O Auſtria ! thou doſt ſhame Card, 4 
That bloody ſpoil: thou ſlave, thou wretch, thou cow- n 


Thou littlè valiant, great in villany: 
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F 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger ſide; 
Thou fortune's champion, that dolt never fight 


"ath it 
done, 


t when her humourous ladyſhip is by 
To teach thee ſafety ; thou art perjur'd too, 
And ſooth'ſt up greatneſs, What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, » 
pon my party; thou cold-blooded ſlave, 
Halt thou not ſpoke like thunder on my ſide, 
Been ſworn my ſoldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy ſtars, thy fortune, and thy ſtrength? 
And doſt thou now fall over to my foes? 

Thou wear a lion's hide ? doff it for ſhame, 
And hang a calve's-ſkin on thoſe recreant limbs. 


ule Aus r. O that a man would peak thoſe wards to me. 
Bas r. And hang a calve's-ſkin on thoſe recreant 

Þ 7 limbs. 

elt 


Ausr. Thou dar'ſt not ſay fo, villain, for thy life. 

Bas r. And hang a calve's- ſcin on thoſe recreant 
limbs. chard's fall 

Aus r. Methinks chat Richard's pride and Ri- 

Should be a precedent te fright you, Sir. [ſhake! 

Bas r. What words are theſe ? how do my ſinews 

My father's foe clad in my father's ſpoil ! 

Ho doth alecto whiſper in my ears; 

Delay not Richard, kill the villain ſtrait, 

X © Diſrobe him of the matchleſs monument, 


a 2 5 I.” 3. N 1 6 * 
: p bo : 2 ve 


What was the ground of this quarrel of the Baſtard to 
2 Auſtria is no where ſpecify'd in the preſent play: nor is there 
in this place, or the Scene where it is firlt hinted at (namely 
4 the ſecond of Act 2) the leaſt mention of any reaſon for it. 
But the ſtory is, that Auſtria, who kill'd K. Richard Cocur- 
de-lion, wore as the ſpoil of that prince, a lion's hide whick 
had belong'd to him. This circumſtance renders the anger of 
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Thy father's triumph o'er the ſavages —— 
* Now by his ſoul 1 ſwear, my father's ſoul, 
Twice will I not review the morning's riſe, 
* Till I have torn that trophy from thy back, 


* And ſplit thy heart, for wearing it ſo long. 4 


K. Joux. We like not this, thou doſt forget thyſelf. 


SCENE ll. 


Enter PANDULPH, 
K. PIII. Here comes the holy legate of the Pope. 
Pa xD. Hail, you anointed deputies of heav'n. 


To thee, King John, my holy errand is y 


I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 

And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 

Do in his name religiouſly demand 

Why thou againſt the church our holy mother 
So wilfully doſt ſpurn, and force perforce 


1. hy 4 
” „ 
48 1 e 
4 * > : 


Keep Stephen Langton, choſen archbiſhop «4 


Of Canterbury, from that holy ſee ? 14 


This in our foreſaid holy father's name 


Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. | 
K. Joan. What earthly name, to anterrogatories | 


Can tax the free breath of a ſacred King ? 

Thou canſt not, Cardinal, deviſe a name 

So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous 

To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope. 

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, that no Italian Prieſt 


the Baſtard very natural, and ought not to have been omitted. 
In the firſt ſketch of this play (which Shakeſpear is ſaid to 
have had a hand in, jointly with William Rowley) we accord- 
ingly find this inſiſted upon, and I have ventured to place a few 
of choſe verſes here. 
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hall tithe or toll in our dominions : 

But as we under heav'n are ſyupreme head, 

So under it, that great ſupremacy 

Where we do reign we will alone uphold, 

Without th' aſſiſtance of a mortal hand. 

So tell the Pope, all rev'rence ſet apart | 
To him and his uſurp d authority. [ this, 


K. Paitte. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in 
K Joux. Tho you, and all the Kings of Chriſten- 
dom 

Are led ſo groſly by this medling prieſt, 

Dreading the curſe that money may buy out 

And by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duſt, 

Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who in that ſale ſells pardon from himſelf : 

Tho you and all the reſt ſo groſly led, 

This jugling witch-craft with revenue cheriſh, 

Yet [ alone, alone do me oppoſe 

Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
PaxD, Then by the lawful power that | have; 

Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate z 

And bleſſed ſhall he be that doth revolt 

From his allegiance to an heretic, 

And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 

Canonized and worſhipp'd as a faint, 

That takes away by any ſecret courſe 

Thy hateful life, 
ConsrT, O lawful let it be 

That | have leave with Rome to curſe a while. 

Good father Cardinal, cry thou en 

To my keen curſes ; for without my wrong 

There is no tongue hath pow r to curſe him right, 
Pan, There's law, and warrant, lady, for my curſe; 
Coxs r. And for mine too; when law can do no right: 
Vor. IV; F 
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Let it be law ful that law bar no wrong: 5 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here; J 


For he that holds his kingdom, holds the law; 
Therefore ſince law itſelf is perfect wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curſe ? 

Pax. Philip of France, on peril of a cuiſe, 
Let go the hand of that areh-heretic, 


And raiſe the pow'r of France upon his head, = 
Unleſs he do ſubmit himſelf to Rome. ſhand. 7 
ELI. Look'ſt thou pale, France? do not let go thy = 
CoxsT, Look to that, devil! leſt that France repent, 3 
And by disjoining hands, hell loſe a ſoul, 4 
Aus r. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. * 
Bas T. And hang a calve's-ſkin on his recreant 1 
limbs. 3 / 
Ausr. Well, ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, * p 
Becauſe —— | - 


Bas r. Your breeches belt may carry them. 11 

K. Joux. Philip, what ſay'ſt thou to the Cardinal? 

Cox sr. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal? 

LEWIS. Bethink you father; for the difference, . 
Is purchaſe of a heavy curſe from Rome, 8 
Or the light loſs of England for a friend; Ss 1 
Forgo the eaßer. '$ 

BLANCH. That's the curſe of Rome. [here 

ConsrT. Lewis, ſtand faſt, the devil tempts thee 
In likeneſs of a new untrimmed bride.+ 


1 Va new untrimmed bride. 

BLANCH. The lady Conſtance ſpeaks not from her faith: 
But from her need. 

Co xs r. Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
That need mult needs infer this principle, 


1and, 
0 thy 
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ongs, 
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ce, 


here 
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faith: 
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K. PIII r. I am perplext and know not what toſay. 
pax. What can'ſt thou ſay, but will perplex thee 
| more, 
f thou ſtand excommunicate and curſt ? 
K. PH1L1e. Good rev'rend father, make my per- 
ſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow yourſelf ? 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 
| * And the conjunction of our inward ſouls 
b 1 in league, coupled and link d together 
With all religious ſtrength of ſacred vous: 


; The lateſt breath that gave the ſound of words, 
Was deep-ſworn faith, peace, amity, true love 


3 
Between our kingdoms and our royal ſelves. 
3 And ev'n before this truce, but new before, 


No longer than we well could waſh our hands 

> To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heav'n knows they were beſmear'd and over-ſtain'd 
With ſlaughter's pencil; where revenge did paint 
The fearful diff rence of incenſed Kings. 

And ſhall theſe hands, ſo lately purg'd of blood, 
So newly join'd in love, ſo ſtrong in both, 

Z Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet ? 

Play faſt and looſe with faith? ſo jeſt with heav'n, 
Make ſuch unconſtant children of ourſelves, 


2 That faith would live again by death of need: 
O then tread down my need, and faith mounts up: 


Keep my need vp, and faith is trodden down. 
K. Jo RN. The King is mov'd, and anſwers not to this. 
Co x sr. O beremov'd from him; and anſwer well. 
Aus r. Do ſo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Bas r. Hang nothing but a calve's- skin, moſt ſweet lout. 
K. PHILIP. I am perplext, Cc. 
N 


— —— — 


44 KING JOHN. III.. 2. 


As now again to ſnatch our palm from palm ? Ye 

Un-ſwear faith ſworn, and on the marriage-bed At 

Of ſmiling peace, to march a bloody hoſt, V 

4 And make a riot on the gentle brow It 
i Of true lincerity ? O holy Sir, B. 
1 My reverend father, let it not be ſo; B. 
WW! Out of your grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe *A 
1 Some gentle order, and we ſhall be bleſt A 
I To do your pleaſure, and cantinue friends. 1 
TRUE PaxD, All form is formleſs, order orderleſs, FE 
1 Save what is oppoſite to England's love. B 
| Wk Therefore to arms, be champion of our church. 15 
„ Or let the church our mother breathe her curſe, 1 
| A mother's curſe on ber revolting ſon, 1 
1 France, thou may'ſt hold a ſerpent by the tongue, a 
| A * chaſed lion by the mortal paw, 1 
100 A faſting tyger ſafer by the tooth, 1 
1 Than keep in peace that hand which thou doſt hold. 1 
If it K. Pultir. I may dis- join my hand, but not my *' 
1 faith. 1 


0 Pann. So mak 'ſt thou faith an enemy to faith; 
10 And like a civil war ſet'ſt oath to oath, 
Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O let thy vow 
Firſt made to heav'n, firſt be to heay'n perform'd, 
Wl | That is, to be the champion of our church. 

| What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworn againſt thyſelf, | 
| And may not be performed by thyſelf, * 
i" | | For that which thou haſt ſworn to do amiſs, 5 
110 Is not amiſs, when it is truly done: 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then moſt done, not doing it. 
The better act of purpoſes miſtook 
Is to miſtake again, tho indirect, 

caſed. 
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4 Yet indirection thereby grows direct 


Withie the ſcorched veins of one new-burn'd. | 
It is religion that doth make vows kept, 
But thou haſt ſworn againſt religion: 
By what thou ſwear'ſt, againſt the thing thou ſwear'ſt: 
And mak'(t an oath the ſurety for thy truth, | 
7 Againſt an oath the truth thou art unſure j 
To {wear, {wear only not to be forſworn ; i 
> Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear ? | 
But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, ' 
And molt farſworn, to keep what thou doſt ſwear. 
Therefore thy latter vows, againſt thy firſt, 
ls in thyſelf rebellion to thyſelf. 
And better conqueſt never canſt thou make, 
Than arm thy conſtant and thy nabler parts 
2 Againſt theſe giddy, looſe ſuggeſtions : 2 
2 Upon which better part, our pray'rs came in, 


J The peril of our curſes light on thee 


So heavy as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off, 
But in deſpair, die under their black weight. 


And falſhood falſhood cures, as fire cools fire 


If thou vouchſaſe them. But if not, then know 


Ausr. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 
BAT. Will't not be? 
Will not a calve's-fkin (top that mouth of thine ? 
LEWIS. Father, to arms. 
BLAacNn. Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againſt the blaod that thou haſt married ? 
What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with flaughter'd men ? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliſh drums, 
Clamours of hell, be meaſures ta our pomp ? 
O husband, hear me: ay, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? ev'n for that name 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
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Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Againſt mine uncle, 

Coxs r. O, upon my knee, 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 


Forethought by heav'n. [may 


BLANCH. Now ſhall I ſee thy love, what motive 
Be ſtronger with thee than the name of wife ? 
ConsT. That which upholdeth him, that thee up- 
holds, | 
His honour, Oh thine honour, Lewis, thine honour, 
LEWIS. I muſe your Majeity doth ſeem ſo cold, 
When ſuch profound reſpects do pull you on ? 
PanD, I will denounce a curſe upon his head. 
K. PuiLir. Thou ſhalt not need. England, I'll 
fall from thee, 
ConsT. O fair return of baniſh'd majeſty ! 
ELI. O foul revolt of French inconſtancy ! 
K. Jo nx. France, thou ſhalt rue this hour within 
this hour. 
BAs r. Old Time the clock-ſetter, that bald ſex- 
ton, Time, 
Is it, as he will? well then, France ſhall rue. 
BLANCH, The ſun's o'ercaſt with blood: fair day 
Which is the ſide that I muſt go withal ? [adieu. 
I am with both, each army hath a hand, 
And in their rage, I having hold of both, 
They whirle aſunder, and diſmember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſt win: 
Uncle, I needs muſt pray that thou may'ſt loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine : 
Grandam, I will not wiſh thy wiſhes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that ſide ſhall I loſe: 
Aſſured loſs, before the match be play'd. 
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5 n Lady with me, with me thy fortune lies. 

| BLANCH, There where my fortune lives, there my 
| life dies. 
K. Jo nx. Coulin, go draw our puiſſance together. 
| [ Ex. Baſt, 
France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whoſe heat hath this condition; 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 


k he blood, and deareſt valu'd blood of France. 


K. PH1iL1e., Thy rage ſhall burn thee up, and thos 
ſhalt turn 


ö o aſhes, ere our blood ſhall quench that fire : 
Lock to thyſelf, thou art in jeopardy, 
K. Joux. No more than he that threats. To 


arms let's hie. [ Exeunt, 
{ 


$4 
e 


. GENE III. 
A Field of Battle. 


* Alarms, Excurſions : Enter Baſtard with Auſtria's 


| head. | [ hot, 
Bas r. Now by my life, this day grows wond'rous 
Some airy devil hovers in the ſky, 

And pours down miſchief, Auſtria's head lie there. 
Thus hath King Richard's ſon perform'd his vow, 


And offer'd Auſtria's blood for ſacrifice 
f * Unto his father's ever - living ſoul, 


Enter JOHN, ARTHUR, and HUBERT. 
K. Join. There Hubert, keep this boy, —Philip, 


| 

| make up; 

My mother is aſſailed in our tent, 
And ta'en, I fear. 


. 
4 


i 


* Added from the old Play. 
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48 KING JOHN. 


Bas r. My lord, I reſcu'd her: 
Her highneſs is in ſafety, fear you not. 
But on, my Liege, for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. 


III. 4. 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV, 


Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Re-enter King Jo HN, 
ELIxOR, ARTHUR, Baſtard, Hus ER T, and Lords. 


K. Jonx. So ſhall it be; your grace ſhall tay behind 
So ſtrongly guarded; couſin, look not fad, 
| | [T2 Arthur, 
Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy father was. 


ARTH, O this will make my mother die with grief. | 


K. Joux. Coulin, away for England, haſte before, 


[To the Baſt. | 


And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the bags 

Of hoarding abbots, their impriſon'd angels 

Set at liberty: the fat ribs of peace 

Muſt by the hungry now be fed upon, 

Uſe our commiſſion in its utmoſt force. [ back, 
BasT. Bell, book, and candle ſhall not drive me 

When gold and ſilver becks me to come on. 

I leave your highnefs : grandam, I will pray, 

(If ever I remember to be holy) 

For your fair ſafety ; fo I kiſs your hand. 
ELI Farewel, my gentle couſin. 
K John. Coz, farewel. 
EL1, Come hither little kinſman, — Hark, a word. 


[Taking him to one fide of the ſtage. 


K. Joux. [to Hubert on the other fide. ] 
Come hither Hubert, O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much; within this wall of fleſh 
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There is a foul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
xeunt, Livres in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 
| Give me thy hand, I had a thing to ſay 
But 1 will fit it with ſome better time. 


8 By heav'n, Hubert, I'm almoſt aſham'd 
Io ſay what good reſpect | have of thee. ; 
me. Hun. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. z 
chincd K. Jonn. Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay [ 
g ſo—yer 1 

thur, | | But thou ſhalt have and creep time ne'er ſo flow, F 
Vet it ſhall come for me to do thee good, 1 

Il had a thing to ſay but let it go: 4 
grief. * © Theſun is in the heav'n, and the proud day f 
efore, Attended with the pleaſures of the world, q 


Baſt. | | © Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds 

I To give me audience. If the midnight bell 

Did wich his iron tongue, and brazen mouth 

Sound on into the drowſie race of night; 

If this ſame were a church- yard where we ſtand, 

back, | And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wrongs ; 

e me Or if that ſurly ſpirit, melancholy, 

* Had bak'd thy blood and made it heavy-thick, 

Which elſe runs tickling up and down the veins, 

Making that ideot, Laughter, keep mens eyes, 
And (train their cheeks to idle merriment; 
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4 (4 paſhon hate ful to my purpoſes) f 

Bal. Dr if that thou could it ſee me without eyes, 4 
ord. ' © Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 4 
ſtage. E Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 4 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful ſound of words; I 
Then, in deſpight of + broad-ey'd watchful day, 3 

tune. + brooded. ; 1 
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50 KING JOHN. II. 4. 


] would into thy boſom pour my thoughts: 
© But ah, I will not yet 1 love thee well, 


And by my troth I think thou lov'it me well. 


Hu. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Tho that my death were adjunct to my act, 

By heav'n I'd do. 

K. Joux. Do not I know thou would'(! ? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: I'l] tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very ſerpent in my way, 
And whereſoe'er this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me. Doſt thou underitand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hu. And I'll keep him fo, 

That he ſhall not offend your Majeſty. 

K. Jö nx. Death, 

Hus, My lord? 

K. Jonx. A grave. 

Hun. He ſhall not live. 

K. Jonx. Enough. 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee ; 
Well, I'll not ſay what 1 intend for thee: 
Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
| [ Returning to the Queen, 
I'll ſend thoſe pow'rs o'er to your Majeſty. 
ELI. My bleſſing go with thee. 
K. Joux. For England, coulin, go. 
Hubert ſhall be your man, t'attend on you 
With all true duty; on toward Calais ho. [ Exeur?. 
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SCENE V. 


Enter King Pu1tie, LEWIS, PANDULPHO, and 
Attendants. 
K. PRI. So by a roaring tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole armado of * collected ſail 
Is ſcatter'd and disjoin'd from fellowſhip. 
PaxD, Courage and comfort, all (hall yet go well. 


K. PH1L, What can go well, when we have run 


ſo ill? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers loſt ? 
Arthur ta'en pris'ner ? divers dear friends ſlain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'er-bearing interruption, ſpight of France ? 
LE WISs. What he hath won, that hath he fortify d: 
So hot a ſpeed, with ſuch advice diſpos'd, 
Such temp'rate order in ſo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example; who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred- action like to this? [praiſe, 
K. Phil. Well could I bear that England had this 
So we could find ſome pattern of our ſhame, 
Enter CONSTANCE, 
Look, who comes here? a grave unto a ſoul, 
Holding th' eternal ſpirit *gainſt her will 
In the vile priſon of afflicted breath; 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 
ConsrT, Lo now; now ſee the iſſue of your peace. 
K. PuiL. Patience good lady; comfort, gentle 
Conſtance. 
ConsrT. No, I deſie all counſel, all redreſs, 
But that which ends all counſel, true redreſs, 
Death; death, oh amiable, lovely death! 
Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 
convicted. 
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Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 
And Iwill kiſs thy deteſtable bones; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows, 
And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold worms, 
And itop this gap of breath with fulſom duſt, 
And be a carrion monſter like thyſelf; 
Come grin on me, and 1 will think thou ſmil'ſt, 
And kils thee as thy wife; thou Love of Miſery ! 
O come to me. 
K. PHIL. O fair affliction, peace. 
ConsT. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry; 
O that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth, 
Then with a pathon I would ſhake the world, 
And rouze from ſleep that fell anatomy, 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 
And ſcorns a modeſt invocation. 
PaxnD. Lady, you utter madneſs, and not ſorrow, 
ConsT. Thou art not holy to belie me ſo; 
I am not mad; this hair | tear is mine; 
My name is Conſtance, 1 was Geffrey's wife: 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loſt ! 
I am not mad, I would to heav'n 1 were, 
For then tis like 1 ſhould forget myſelf. 
O if I could, what grief ſhould 1 forget!“ 


© ſhould I forget! 

Preach ſome philoſophy to make me mad, 
And Cardinal thou ſhalt be canoniz'd; 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reaſonable part produces reaſon 

How I may be deliver'd of theſe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 

If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſon, + 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 
1 am not mad; c. 
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am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 
Oh father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay 
That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heav'n ; 
If that be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. 

For ſince the birth of Cain, the firſt male child, 
To him that did but yeiterday ſuſpite, 

There was not ſuch a gracious creature born, 

But now will canker- ſorrow eat my bud, 

And chaſe the native beauty from his check, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghoſt, 

As dim and meagre as an agne's fit, 

And ſo he'll die; and riſing fo again, 

When [ ſhall meet him in the court of heav n 

I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. 


| —of each calamity. 
K. PHIL. Bind up thoſe treſſes; O what love I note 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her hairs ; 
Where but by chance a ſilver drop hath fall'n, 
Ev'a to that drop ten thouſand wiery friends 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable grief, 
Like true, inſeparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 
CoxnsT. To England, if you will. 
K. PHIL. Eind up your hairs. 
ConsrT. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 
O that theſe hands could fo redeem my ſon, 
As they have giv'n theſe hairs their liberty; 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds, 
Becauſe my poor child is a priſoner. 
Oh father Cardinal, &c. 
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54 KING JOHN. Iii. 6. 


PAND. You hold too heinous a reſpect of grief. 
ConsT. He talks to me, that never had a ſon. 
K. PHIL. Yourare as fond of grief, as of your child, 
Cons r. Grieffills the room up of my abſent child: 
* Lyes in his bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts; 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form, 
Then have l reaſon to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well; kad you ſuch a loſs as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 
[ Tearing off her head-claths. 
When there is ſuch diforder in my wit. 
O lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair ſon ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world, 
My widow-comfort, and my ſorrow's cure! [ Ext, 
K. PHiL. | fear ſome outrage, and I'll follow her, 
[ Ext, 


SCENE VI. 


LEWIS. There's nothing in this world can make 
me joy, 

© Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

* Vexing the dull ear of a drouſie man, 

A bitter ſhame hath ſpoilt the ſweet world's taſte, 

That it yields nought but ſhame and bitterneſs, 
PanD. Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 

Ev'n in the inſtant of repair and health, 

The fit is ſtrongeſt ; evils that take leave, 

On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 

What have you loſt by loſing of this day? 
LEw1s. All days of glory, joy, and happineſs. 
PAND. If you had won it, certainly you had. 


f. 


Hild. 
hild: 
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No, no; when fortune means to men moſt good, 

She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye. 

"Tis {trange to think how much King John hath loſt 

In this, which he accounts ſo clearly won. 

Are you not griev'd that Arthur is his priſoner ? 
Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath him, 


PanD, Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 


Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetic ſpirit ; 
For ev'n the breath of what I mean to ſpeak 


Shall blow each duſt, each (ſtraw, each little rub: 
Out of the path which ſhall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne : and therefore mark. 


John hath ſeiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be 


That whilſt warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The miſplac d John ſhould entertain an hour, 


A minute, nay one quiet breath, of reſt. 


A ſcepter ſnatch'd with an unruly hand, 

Muſt be as boilt'rouſly maintain'd, as gain'd. 

And he that ſtands upon a ſlipp' ry place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up. 


That John may ſtand, then Arthur needs muſt fall; 


So be it, for it cannot be but ſo. 


Liwis. But what ſhall I gain by young arthur s fall? 


Pax b. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 


LEWIS. And loſe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 


Paxp. How green you are, and freſh in this old 
world? 


John lays you plots; the times conſpire with yon; 
For he that ſteeps his ſafety in true blood, 


Shall find but bloody ſafety and untrue. 
This act ſo evilly born, ſhall cool the hearts. 
Oft all his people, and freeze up their zeal; 
That no ſo ſmall advantage ſhall ſtep forth. 
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56 KING JOHN. II. 6. 


To check his reign, but they will cheriſh it, 
No nat'ral exhalation in the (ky, 
No“ ſcape of nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
No common wind, no cuſtomed event, 
Bur they will pluck away its nat'ral cauſe, 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and ſigns, 
Abortives, and preſages, tongues of heay'n 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. [life, 
LEWIS. May be, he will not touch young Arthur's 
But hold himſelf ſaſe in his priſonment. 
PaND. O Sir, when he ſhall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Ev'n at this news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kiſs the lips of unacquainted change, 
And pick ſtrong matter of revolt and wrath, 
Out of the bloody tngers* ends of John. 
Methinks L ſee this hurly all on foot; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you 
Than | have nam'd. The baſtard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ranfacking the church, 
Offending charity. If but twelve French 


Were there in arins, they would be as a call 


To train ten thouſand Engliſh to their ſide; 
Or, as a little ſnow tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain, Noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the King : 'tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent. 
Now that their fouls are top-full of offence, 
For England go; I will whet on the King. 


Lewis. Strong reaſon makes ſtrong actions: let 


us go; | 
If you ſay ay, tbe King will not ſay no. [Exeunt. 
* ſcope. 
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40 T Iv. SCENE Lb 
Changes to England; 
A Priſon. 
Enter HuBtkT and Execationer. 


HuBERT, 


E A T me theſe irons hot, and look you ſtand 
Within the arras ; when I ſtrike my foot 


V pon the boſom of the ground ruſh forth, 


And bind the boy which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the chair: be heedful; hence, and watch. 
Ex E. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hug. Uncleanly ſeruples! fear not you; look tot. 
Young lad come forth; I have to ſay with you. 
Enter A8THUR. 
AR TH. Good-morrow, Hubert. 
Hus. Morrow, little Prince. 
Ax Tu. As little Prince (having fo great a title 
To be more Prince) as may be. You are ſad. 
Hu. Indeed I have been merrier. 
Ak r H. Mercy on me! 
Methinks no body ſhould be ſad but 1, 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 


Young gentlemen would be as ſad as night, 
Only for wantonneſs, By my Chriſtendom, 
So were I out of priſon, and kept ſheep, 

I ſhould be merry as the day is long. 

And ſo I would be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle practiſes more harm to me. 


He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's fon ? 

Indeed it is not, and I would to heay'n 
Vol. IV. H 
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1 were your ſon, ſo you would love me Hubert. 
Hus, If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 

He will awake my mercy, which lyes dead; 

Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch, [ Afrae. 
Ax TH. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to-day; 

In ſooth, I would you were a little ſick, 

That I might ſit all night and watch with you. 


Alas, I love you more than you do me. 


Hu. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſom. 
Read here, young Arthur [Shewing a paper, 


How now, fooliſh rheum, [ Aide. 


Turning dis-piteous torture out of door ! 
1 mult be brief, leſt reſolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womaniſh tears. 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ ? 
ARTH, Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul effect. 
Muſt you with irons burn out both mine eyes? 
Hus. Young boy, I mult. 
ARTH. And will you? 
Hus. And! will. | but ake, 
Ak ru. Have you the heart? when your head did 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The belt I had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never aſk it you again; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 
Saying, what lack you? and where lyes your grief 
Or what good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man's ſon would have lain till, 
And ne'er have ſpoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your ſick ſervice had a Prince. 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning, Do, and if you will; 


ie 
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1 heav'n be pleas'd that you mult uſe me ill, 
' Why then you muſt— Will you put out mine eyes? 
: Thele eyes that never did, and never ſhall 
So much as frown on you? 


Ho. I've ſworn to do't ; 


And with hot irons mult I burn them out. * 


ARTH, Oh if an angel ſhould have come to me, 


And told me Hubert ſhould put out mine eyes, 
' Lwould not have believ'd a tongue but Hubert's. 


Hus. Come forth; do as | bid you do. 
[ Stamps, and the men enter. 

Aare O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me! my eyes are out 
Ev'n with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. 

HvB. Give me the iron, I ſay, and bind him here. 

Ax r H. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſt'rous rough? 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone-ſtill. 
For heav'n ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 


| Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 


And I will ſit as quiet as a lamb. 
I will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to, 
 Hus. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him, 


y muſt I burn them out. 


ARTH. Ah, none but in this iron age would do it. 
The iron of itſelf, tho heat red-hot, 


| Approaching near theſe eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench its fiery indignation, 
+ Even in the matter of mine innocence: 
| Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 
hut for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer'd iron? 
Oh if an angel ſhould, &c, 
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6 KING JOHN. w. 1. 
Exe, I am beſt pleas'd to be from ſuch a deed. 


[ Exit. | 


AzTH. Alas, I then have chid away my friend, 
He hath a ſtern look, but a gentle heart ; 
Let him come back, that his compaſhon may 
Give life to yours. 
Hyg. Come, boy, prepare yourſelf, 
ARTH, Is there no remedy ? 
Hy. None, but to loſe your eyes. [ yours, 
ARTH, O heav'n! that there were but a moth in 
A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe : 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſt'rous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible, 
Hus. Is this your promiſe? go to, hold your tongue.“ 
AR TR. Let me not hold my tongue: let me not, 
Hubert; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes. O ſpare mine eyes ! 
Though to no uſe, but ſtill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold; 
And would not hatm me, 
Hun. I can heat it, boy. Tgrief. 
Aru. No, in good ſooth, the fire is dead with 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeſery'd extreams ; ſee elſe yourſelf, 
There 1s no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heav'n hath blown its ſpirit out, 
And ſtrew'd repentant aſhes on its head. 


/ 


Hold your tongue. 

AR TH. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 
Let me not hold, Ce. 
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Hus. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 


Aru. All things that you ſhould uſe to do me 


wrong, 
Deny their office ; only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend, 


Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uſes, 


Hu. Well, ſee to live; I will not touch thine eye 

For all the treaſure that thine uncle owns : 
Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpoſe, boy, 
With this ſame very iron to. burn them out. 

ARTH, O now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were diſguiſed, 

Hus, Peace : no more. Adieu, 
Your uncle muſt not know but you are dead. 
I'll fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports: 
And, pretty child, fleep doubtleſs and ſecure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

ARTH, O heav'n ! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hus, Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [ Exeunt, 


f -I can revive it, boy. 

Ax TH. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And plow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your eyes: 

And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his maſter that doth * tarre him on. 
All things that you, &c. 

In the firſt edition. 
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SCENE I. 
The Court of England. 


Enter King Joux, PEMBROKE, SALISBURY, and 
other Lords. 


K. Jonx. Here once again we fit, crown'd once 
again, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. 
PemB. This once again, but that your Highneſs 
pleas'd, 
Was once ſuperfluous; you were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off: 
The faiths of men, ne'er ſtained with revolt: 
Freſh expeCtation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better ſtate. 
SAL, Therefore to be poſſeſs d with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before; 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly, 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
To ſmooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To ſeek the beauteous eye of heay'n to garniſh, 
Is waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 
PE MB. But that your royal pleaſure muſt be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome, 
Being urged at a time unſeaſonable. 
SAL, In this the antique and well - noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
And like a ſhifted wind unto a ſail, 
It makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and rights conſideration; 
Makes ſound opinion ſick, and truth ſuſpected, 
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For putting on ſo new a faſhion d robe. 
P EMR. When workmen ſtrive to do better then well, 
They do confound their {kill in covetouſneſs; 
And oftentimes excuſing of a fault, 
' Doth make the fault the worſe by the excuſe : 
As patches ſet upon a little breach, 
once Diſcredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was ſo patch'd. 
Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd, 
hneſs We breath d our counſel; but it pleaſed your Highneſs 
To over- bear it; yet we're all well pleas d; 
e, Since all and every part of what we would, 
Muſt make a ſtand at what your Highneſs will. 
K. Joux. Some reaſons of this double coronation 
I have poſſeſt you with, and think them ſtrong. 
And more, more ſtrong (the leſſer is my fear) 
omp, | Iſhall endue you with: mean time, but aſk _ 
What you would have reform'd that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requelts, 
PEMB. Then l, as one that am the tongue of theſe, 
To * found the purpoſes of all their hearts; 
(Both for myſelf and them ; but chief of all, 
Your ſafety; for the which, myſelf and they 
one, Bend their beſt ſtudies; ) heartily requeſt 
Th'infranchiſement of Arthur; whole reſtraint 

Doth move the murm'ring lips of diſcontent 

To break into this dang'rous argument, 

If what in reſt you have, in right you hold, 

Why ſhou'd your fears, (which, as they ſay, attend 
The ſteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Jour tender kinſman, and to choke his days 
With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth: 

* to ſound forth, or to declare. | 
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The rich advantage of good exerciſe ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occaſions, let it be our ſuit, 
That you have bid us aſk his liberty; 
Which for our good we do no further aſk, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal that he have liberty, 
Enter HUBERT, 
K. Jo nx. Let it be ſo; I do commit his youth 
To your direction. Hubert, what news with you? 
PEB. This is the man ſhould do the bloody deed: 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine, 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that cloſe aſpect of his 
Does ſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt. 
And ] do fearfully believe tis done, 
What we fo ſear'd he had a charge to do. 
SAL, The colour of the King doth come and go, 
Between his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like heralds twixt two dreadful battles fet : 
His paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt break. 
Pub. And when it breaks, I fear will ifſue thence 
The foul corruption of a ſweet child's death. 
K. Jonn. We cannot hold mortality's ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The ſuit which you demand is gone, and dead, 
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to night. 
SAL. Indeed we fear'd his ſickneſs was paſt eure. 
PEMB, Indeed we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himſelf felt he was ſick. 
This mult be anſwer d either here or hence. 
K. Jo nn. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn brows 
on me ? 


Think you I bear the ſhears of deſtiny ? 
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Have I commandment on the pulſe of life? 


SAL. It is apparent foul-play, and 'tis ſhame 
That greatneſs ſhould ſo groſly offer it: 
So thrive it in your game, and ſo farewel. 

PemMB. Stay yet, lord Salisbury, I'll go with thee, 
And find th'inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which own'd the breadth of all this iſle, 
Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while ! 
This mult not be thus born, this will break out 
To all our ſorrows, and ere long | doubt. [ Exeunt, 


. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


K. Joux. They burn in indignation ; I repent. 
There is no ſure foundation ſet on blood; 
No certain life atchiev'd by others death — [ Ade. 


A fearful eye thou haſt; where is that blood 


[To the Meſ. 
That I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe checks ? 
So foul a ſky clears not without a ſtorm; 
Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France ? 
MEs From France to England never ſuch a power, 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levy'd in the body of a land. 
The copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them : 
For when you ſhould be told they do p:epare, 
The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd 


K. Joux. Oh where hath our intelligence been 


drunk ? 
Where hath it ſlept ? where is my mother's care? 
That ſuch an army ſhould be drawn in France, 
And ſhe not hear of it ? 
Vor. IV. 1 
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Ms. My Liege, her ear 
Is ſtopt with duſt: the fi:{t of April dy'd 
Your noble mother; and as I heard, my lord, 
The lady Conſtance in a frenzie dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
I idely heard; if true or falle, I know not. 


K. Joux. With hold thy ſpeed, dreadful occaſion: 


O make a league with me, ull 1 have pleas d 
My diſcontented peers. My mother dead? 
How wildly then walks my eſtate in France ? 
Under Whoſe conduct came thoſe powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv'lt out are landed here? 

Mes. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter Baſtard and PETER of POMFRET, 

K. Joux. Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill tidings. Now, what ſays the world 
To your proceedings? Do not ſeek to {tuff 
My head with more ul news, for it is full, 

Bas r. But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 
Then let the worſt unheard fall on your head. 

K. Joux. Bear with me, coulin; for | was amaz d 
Under the tide, but now 1 breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
To any tongue, ſpeak it of what it will, 

BasT. How I have ſped among the clergy-men, 
The ſums 1 have collected ſhall expreſs. 
But as 1 travell'd hither through the land, 
I find the people ſtrangely fantaſied; 
Poſſeſt with rumours, full of idle dreams; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And here's a prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ſtreets of Pomfret, whom | found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels : 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh-ſounding rhimes, 
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That ere the next Aſcenſion-day at noon 
Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your crown. 
K. Join. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did'ſt 
thou ſo ? [ſo, 
PRTER. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out 
K. Jonn, Hubert, away with him; impriſon him, 
And on that day at ncon, whereon he ſays 
I ſhall yield tip my crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to ſafety, and return, 
For I mult uſe thee, O my gentle couſin, 
Hear'ſt thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ? 
BasT. The French, my lord ; mens mouths are 
full of it : | 


\ Beſides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salisbury 
Wich eyes as red as new-enkindlcd fire, 


And others more, going to ſeck the grave 
Of Arthur, who they ſay is kill'd to-night 
On your ſuggeſtion. 

K. Joux. Gentle kinſman, go 
And thruſt thyſelf into their company. 


I have a way to win their loves again: 
Bring them before me. 


Bas r. I will ſeek them out. 
K. Joux. Nay, but make haſte; the better foot 
before, 


O, let me have no ſubjects enemies, 

| When adverſe foreigners affright my towns 

| With dreadful pomp of ſtout invaſion. 

| Be Mercury, ſet feathers to thy heels, 

And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 


Bas r. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed, 
[ Exit, 
K. Joux. Spoke like a ſprightful noble gentleman, 
Co after him; for he perhaps ſhall need 
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Some meſſenger betwixt me and the peers, 
And be thou he. 


Mes. With all my heart, my Liege. DLExit. 
K. JonxN. My mother dead! 


S CE NNE. IV. 


Euter HUBERT. 


Hus. My lord, they ſay five moons were ſeea to- 
night: 
Four fixed, and the Gfth did whirl about 
The other 1 in wond'rous motion. 
K. Joux. Five moons ? 
Hus. Old men and beldams, in the ſtreets 
Do propheſie upon it dangerouſly : 
Young Arthur s death is common in their mouths, 
* And when they talk of him they ſhake their heads, 
* And whiſper one another in the ear. 
* And he that ſpeaks, doth grip the hearer's wriſt, 
* Whilſt he that hears makes fearful action 
* With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
© 1 ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, 
© The whillt his iron did on th'anvil cool, 
Wich open mouth {ſwallowing a taylor' s news; 
Who with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 
standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had falſely thruſt upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
© That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent, 
© Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer, 
© Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
K. Join. Why ſeek'ſt thou to poſſeſs me with 
theſe fears ? 


Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death? 
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Thy hand hath murther'd him: I had a cauſe 


To wiſh him dead, but thou had'ſt none to kill him, 
Hu. Had none, my lord? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 
K. John. It is the curſe of Kings, to be attended 


By ſlaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
To break into the bloody houſe of life: 


And on the winking of authority 


To underſtand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dang'rous majeſty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour, than advis'd reſpect. 
Hus. Here is your hand and ſeal for what I did. 
K. Joan. Oh, when the laſt account 'twixt heav'n 
and earth 
Is to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 
Witneſs againſt us to damnation. 
How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done? for hadſt not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and ſigned to do a deed of ſhame, 
This murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd aſpect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death, 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, 
Mad'(t it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 
Hus My lord 


[a pauſe 


K. jon. Hadſt thou but ſhook thy head, or made 
When J ſpake darkly what I purpoſed : 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 
Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 
Deep ſhame had ſtruck me dumb, made me break off, 
And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 
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But thou didſt underſtand me by my ſigns, 
And didſt in ſigns again parley with ſin; 
Vea, without ſtop did'ſt let thy heart conſent, 
And conſequently thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name — 
Out of my fight, and never ſee me more! 
My nobles leave me, and my ſtate is brav'd 
Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow'rs ; 
Nay, in the body of this fleſhly land, 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 
Hoſtility and civil tumult reigns, 
Between my conſcience, and my couſin's dence 

Ho. Arm you agaiaſt your other enemies, 
1'll make a peace between your ſoul and you, 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimſon ſpots of blood. 
Within this boſom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought. 
And you have ſlander d nature in my form, 
Which howſoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
Than to be butcher of a guiltleſs child, [ peers, 

K. Joux. Doth Arthur live? O haſle thee to the 
Throw this report on their incenſed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience, 
Forgive the comment that my paſſion made 
Upon thy feature; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more hideous than thou art, 
Oh, anſwer not, but to my cloſet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haſte. 


I conjure thee but lowly: run more falt, [| Exeunt, 
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. 
A Street before a Priſon. 


Enter ARTHUR on the Walls. 


Ax ru. The wall is high, and yet will I Icap down. 
Good ground be pitiful, and hurt me not! 
There's few or none do know me: if they did, 
This ſhip-boy's ſemblance hath diſguis d me quite, 
I am afraid, and yet LI venture it. 
If 1 get down, and do not break my limbs, 
Iii ind a thouſand ſhifts to get away; 
As good to die, and go; as die, andſtay. [ Leafs domus. 


Oh me! my uncle's ſpirit is in thele ſtones: 


Heav'n take my ſoul, and England keep my bones. 
[ Dzes. 
Enter PEMBROKE, SALISBURY, ard BiGor, 
SaL. Lords, 1 will meet him at St. Edmondsbury ; 
It is our ſafety, and we mult embrace 


| This gentle offer of the perilous time, 


PEM. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal 
Sa. The Count Velun, a noble lord of France, 


M hoſe Private with me of the Dauphin's love, 
Is much more gen'ral than theſc lines import. 


BiGor. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Sal Or rather then ſet forward, for 'twill be 


| Two long days journey, lords, or ere we meet. 


Enter Baflard [ lords ; 
Bas r. Once more to-day well met, diſtemper'd 


The King by me requeſt your preſence trait, 


SAL. The King hath diſpoſſeſt himſelf of us; 


* (i. e.) Whoſe private account of the Dauphin's affeftivn 
tw our cauſe is much more ample than the letters. 
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Form ſuch another? 'tis the very top, 
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We will not line his thin, beſtained cluke An 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot EX 
That leaves the print of blood where e'er it walks, | 
Return, and tell him ſo : we know the worſt. Th 
Bas T. What e'er you think, good words I thin ft 
were belt, 

SAL. Our griefs, and not our manners, reaſon now, ”_ 
BasT. But there is little reaſon in your grief, [t1 
Therefore 'twere reaſon you had manners now. Ti 
PEMB. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege, Fr 
BasrT. Tis true, to hurt its maſter, no man eſe, Kt 
SAL. This is the priſon : what is he lyes here? At 


[ Seeing Arthur, 
PEMB. Oh death, made proud with pure and prince 
ly beauty! | | 

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed, 

SAL. Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

BICO. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the grave, 
Found it too precious princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think, 
Or do you almoſt think, altho you ſee, 
What you do ſee ? could thought, without this object 


The heighth, the creſt, or creſt unto the creſt 
Of murders arms; this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt ſavag'ry, the vileſt ftroak, 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath or ſtaring rape 
Preſented to the tears of ſoft remorſe, 

Pems, All murders paſt do ſtand excus'd in this 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, 
Shall give a holineſs, a purity, 

To the yet-unbegotten “ ſins of Time; 
* ſia of Times. 
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And prove a deadly blood-ſhed but a jeſt, 
Exampled by this heinous ſpectacle 

BAsT. It is a damned and a bloody work, 
The graceleſs action of a heavy hand, 

If that it be the work of any hand. 

SAL. If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of light what would enſue, 
Itis the ſhameful work of Hubert's hand, 
The practice, and the purpoſe of the King: 
From whoſe obedience I forbid my ſoul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of ſweet life, 

And breathing to this breathleſs excellence 
The incenſe of a vow, a holy vow ! 

Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 


Nor converſant with eaſe and idleneſs, 


Till I have ſet a glory to this hand, 


By giving it the worſhip of revenge. [words, 


PeMB. BIG or. Our ſouls religiouſly confirm thy 


SGN I. 
Enter HUBERT. 


Hus. Lords, 1 am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you; 
Arthur doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 
Sal Oh he is bold, and bluſhes not at death; 


| Avaunt thou hateful villain, get thee gone. 


Hus. Iam no villain. 
SAL. Muſt I rob the law? 
BAS T. Your ſword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
SAL. Not till I ſheath it in a murd'rer's ſkin. 


Hun. Stand back, lord Salisbury, ſtand back, I ſay, 


By heaven I think my ſword's as ſharp as yours. 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourſelf, 
Vor. IV. 


[ Drawing his ſword, 
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Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 
Lett I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatneſs, and nobility, 
BiGor. Out dunghill,dar'it thou brave a nobleman? 
Hug. Not for my life; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againſt an Emperor, 
SAL. Thou art a murd'rer. 
Hu. Do not prove me fo; 
Yet, I am none. Whoſe tongue ſoe'er ſpeaks falſe, 
Not truly ſpeaks; who ſpeaks not truly, lyes, 
Pems. Cut him to pieces. 
Bas r. Keep the peace, I ſay. 
SAL. Stand by, or | ſhall gaul you, Faulconbridge. 
BasT. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salisbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or (tir thy foot, 
Or teach thy haſty ſplcen to do me ſhame, 
Il ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy {word betime, 
Or Ill ſo maul you, and your toſting iron, 
That you ſhall think the devil is come from hell. 
BIGOr. What will you do, renowned Faulcon- 
bridge? | 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? 
HuB Lord Bigot, I am none. 
Bieor Who kill'd this Prince? 
Hus. Tis not an hour ſince 1 left him well: 
I honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his ſweet life's lofs. 
SAL. Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without ſuch rheume; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like rivers of remorſe and innocence. 
Away with me, all you whoſe ſouls abhor 
Th' uncleanly ſavour of a ſlaughter-houſe, 
For am ſtifled with the ſmell of fin. 
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Bicor. Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there, 
Pems, There tell the King he may enquire us out. 
[ Exeunt Lords. 


SCENTS VII. 


Bas r. Here's a good world; knew you of this fair 
work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs reach 


Of mercy, (if thou didſt this deed of death) 


Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 
HusB. Do but hear me, Sir. 
BasT. Ha? I'll tell thce what, 
Thou'rt damn'd ſo black—nay nothing is ſo black ; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou didit kill this child. 
Ho. Upon my ſoul 
Bas r. If thou didſt but conſent 
To this molt cruel act, do but deſpair ; 
And if thou want'ſt a cord, the ſmalleſt thread 


That ever ſpeeder twiſted from her womb 


Will ſtrangle thee; a ruſh will be a beam 
To hang thee on : or would'ſt thou drown thyſelf, 
Put but a little water in a ſpoon, | 


And it ſhall be as all the ocean, | g 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villain up. ; 
do ſuſpect thee very grievoully. t 
Hus. If I in act, conſent, or {in of thought, i 

Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath | 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, } 


Let hell want pains enough to torture me, | 

I left him well. p 

BasT. Go, bear him in thine arms. : 

I am amaz'd, methipks, and loſe my way 
K 2 
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Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How eaſie doſt thou take all England up, 

From forth this morſel of dead royalty? 

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heav'n, and England now is left 

To tug and ſcramble, and to part by th' teeth 
The un-owed intereſt of proud-{weiling ſtate. 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of majeſty, 

Doth dogged war briſtle his angry creſt, 

And ſnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace. 

Now pow'rs from home and diſcontents at home 
Meet in one line : and vaſt confuſion waits 

(As doth a raven on a ſick, fall'n beaſt) 

The imminent decay of wreſted pomp. 

Now happy he, whoſe cloak and“ cincture can 
Hold out this tempeſt. Bear away that child, 
And follow me with ſpeed ; I'll] to the King; 

A thouſand buſineſſes are brief at hand, 

And heav'n itſelf doth frown upon the land, [ Exeurt. 


£83 $$: S$CEWNTE 1 
The Curt of England. 


Enter King Jonx, PaxDULPH, and Attendants, 


EK. Jonn, 
HUS I have yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. [Giving the Crown. 
PanD. Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 
Your ſoveraign greatneſs and authority. 
K. Joux. Now keep your holy word; go meet the 
French, 
center. 
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And from his holineſs uſe all your power 

To (top their marches 'fore we are enflam'd. 

Our diſcontented counties do revolt, 

Our people quarrel with obedience, 

Swearing allegiance, and the love of ſoul 

To ſtranger- blood, to foreign royalty; 

This inundation of diſtemper'd humour 

Reſts by you only to be qualify'd. 

Then pauſe not; for the preſent time's ſo ſick, 

Thit preſent med'cine mult be miniſtred, 

Or overthrow incurably inſues, 
PaxD, It was my breath that blew this tempeſt up, 

Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope : 

But ſince you are a gentle convertite, 

My tongue ſhall huſh again this ſtorm of war, 

And make fair weather in your blult ring land. 

On this Aſcenſion-day remember well, 

Upon your oath of ſervice to the Pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. [ Ext, 
K. Joux. Is this Aſcenſion-day? did not the prophet 


Say, that before Aſcenſion-day at noon 


My crown I ſhould give off? even ſo J have: 
I did ſuppoſe it ſhould be on conſtraint, 
But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 
Enter Baſtard. 

Bas r. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover-caſtle : London hath receiv'd 
Like a kind hoſt, the Dauphin and his powers, 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer ſervice to your enemy; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. Joux. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 


. | r F Ay — 
——)———!: ... 7—c.: .. 6 


78 KING JOHN. v. 1. 


Bas r. They found him dead, and caſt into the ſtreets, 

An empty caſket, where the jewel, life, 

By ſome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 
K. Joux. That villain Hubert told me he did live, 
Bas r. So on my ſoul he did, for ought he knew: 

But wherefore do you droop ? why look you ſad ? 

Be great in act, as you have been in thought: 

Let not the world ſee fear and ſad diſtruſt 

Govern the motion of a kingly eye; 

Be ſtirring as the time, be fire with fire; 

Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow 

Of bragging horror : ſo ſhall inferior eyes, 

That borrow their behaviours from the great, 

Grow great by your example, and put on 

The dauntleſs ſpirit of reſolution. 

Away, and gliſter like the God of war 

When he intendeth to become the ſield; 

Shew boldneſs and aſpiring confidence, 

What, ſhall they ſeek the lion in his den, 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 

Oh let it not be ſaid! Forage, and run 

To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doors, 

And grapple with him ere he come ſo nigh. [me, 
K. Joux. The legate of the Pope hath been with 

And | have made a happy peace with him; 

And he hath promis'd to diſmiſs the powers 

Led by the Dauphin. 

BasT. Oh inglorious league ! 

Shall we upon the footing of our land 

Send fair-play-orders, and make compromiſe, 

Inſinuation, parly, and baſe truce, 

To arms invaſive ? ſhall a beardleſs boy, 

A cockred, ſilken, wanton, brave our fields, 

And fleſh his ſpirit in a warlike ſoil, 
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Mocking the air with colours idely ſpread, 


And find no check? let us, my Licge, to arms: 
Perchance the Cardinal can't make your peace; 
Or if he do, let it at leaſt be {aid 
They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence, 

K. Joux. Have thou the ordering of this preſent. 


ume. 
Bas r. Away then, with good courage; yet I know 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [ Exeunt, 


S GENE: 18, 
| The Dauphin's Camp. 


Euter, in arms, LEW1S, SALISBURY, MELUN, PEM- 
BR OK E, B1GOT, and Soldiers. 
Lewis. My lord Melun, let this be copied out, 


And keep it ſafè for our remembrance : 


Return the prelident to theſe lords again, 


That having our fair order written down, 


Both they and we peruſing o'er theſe notes, 


May know wherefore we took the ſacrament, 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable, 


SAL, Upon our ſides it never ſhall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albcit we ſwear 


A voluntary zcal and un-urg'd faith 


To your proceedings; yet believe me, Prince, 


l am not glad that ſuch a fore of time 


Should ſeek a plaiſter by contemn'd revolt, 


And heal th' invet'rate canker of one wound, 


By making many. Oh it grieves my ſoul, 
That I mult draw this metal from my ſide 
Jo be a widow- maker: oh, and there 
Where honourable reſcue and defence, 
Cries out upon the name of Saliſbury. 
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But ſuch is the infection of the time, 
That for the health and phyſic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ſtern injuſtice, and confufed wrong. 
And 1s't not pity, oh my grieved friends! 
That we, the ſons and children of this iſle, 
Were born to lee ſo ſad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger, march 
Upon her gentle boſom, and fill up 
Her enemies ranks? l mult withdraw and weep 
Upon the ſpot, for this enforced cauſe, 
To prace the gentry of a land remote, 
And follow unacquainted colours here ! 
What, here? O nation, that thou could'ſt remove ! 
That Neptune's arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyſelf, 
And * grapple thee unto a Pagan ſhore ! 
Where theſe two Chiillian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 
And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighboutly. 

LEWIS. A noble temper doſt thou ſhew in this, 
And great affection wreſtling in thy boſom 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility, 
Oh what a noble combat haſt thou fought, 
Between compulſion, and a brave reſpect ! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That filverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks. 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation: 
But this effuſion of ſuch manly drops, 
This ſhow'r blown up by tempeſt of the ſoul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd, 
Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of heav'n 
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Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this ſtorm, 
Commend theſe waters to thoſe baby-eyes 


That never ſaw the giant-world enrag'd ; 


Nor met with fortune, other than at feaſts; 

Full- warm of blood, of mirth, of goſſipping. 

Come, come, for thou ſhalt thruſt thy haud as deep 
Into the purſe of rich proſperity 

As Lewis himſelf; ſo, nobles, ſhall you all, 


That knit your linews to the ſtrength of mine. 


$SCENE III. 


Enter PANDULPH. 


| And even there methinks an angel ſpake, 


Look where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n, 


And on our actions ſet the name of right 


Wich holy breath. 
Pax D. Hail, noble Prince of France! 
The next is this: King John hath reconcil d 


| Himſelf to Rome; his ſpirit is come in, 


That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy church, 
That great metropolis and ſee of Rome. 
Therefore thy threatning colours now wind up, 
And tame the ſavage ſpirit of wild war; 


That like a lion folter'd up at hand, 


It may lye gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmful than in ſhew. 
Lewis. Your grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back: 
am too high-born to be propertied, 
To be a ſecondary at controul, 
Or uſeful ſerving-man, and inſtrument 
Vor. IV. L 
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To any ſoveraign ſtate throughout the world. 
Your breath firſt kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this chaſtis'd kingdom and myſelf, 

And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fire, 
And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that ſame weak wind which enkindled it. 


Lou taught me how to know the face of right, 


Acquainted me with int'reſt to this land, 

Yea thruſt this enterprize into my heart: 

And come ye now to tell me John hath made 

His peace with Rome? what is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine: 
And now it is half. conquer'd, mult I back, 

Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am Rome's ſlave ? what penny hath Rome born, 
What men provided ? what munition ſent, 

To under-prop this action? is't not I 

That undergo this charge? who elſe but I, 

And ſuch as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this buſineſs, and maintain this war ? 
Have I not heard theſe iſlanders ſhout out 

Vive le Roy, as I have bank'd their towns ? 

Have I not here the beſt cards for the game 

To win this eaſie match, plaid for a crown? 

And ſhall I now give o'er the yielded ſet ? 

No, on my ſoul it never ſhall be ſaid. 


PAN D. You look but on the outſide of this work. 


LEWIS. Outſide or inſide, Iwill not return, 
Till my attempt ſo much be glorified, 
As to my ample hope was promiſed 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 
And cull'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the world 
To outlook conquelt, and to win renown 


Ey* 
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Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death, 


[Trumpet ſounds, 


What luſty trumpet thus doth ſummon us? 


S EN E I. 
Enter Baſtard. 


BAS r. According to the fair play of the world, 

Let me have audience: I am ſent to ſpeak: 
My holy lord of Milain, from the King 
come, to learn how you have dealt for him? 
And as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 

And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

PaxD, The Dauphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties: 

He flatly ſays he'll not lay down his arms. 

Bas r. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd, 
The youth ſays well. Now hear our Engliſh King, 
For thus his royalty doth ſpeak in me: 

He is prepar'd, and reaſon too he ſhould, 
This apiſh and unmannerly approach, 
This harneſs'd maſk, and unadviſed revel, 
This unhear'd ſawcineſs, and boyiſh troops, 
The King doth ſmile at; and is well-prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfiſh war, theſe pigmy arms, 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand which had the ſtrength, ev'n at your door 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 
To dive like buckets in concealed wells, 
To crouch in litter of your ſtable planks, 
Tolye like pawns, lock'd up in cheſts and trunks, 
To herd with ſwine, to ſeek ſweet ſafety out 
In vaults and priſons, and to thrill and ſhake 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's crow, 
L 3 
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Thinking his voice an armed Engliſh man; 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chaſtiſement ? 
No: know the gallant monarch is in arms, 
And like an eagle o'er his atery tow'rs, 
To ſouſe annoiance that comes near his neſt. 
And you degen'rate, you ingrate revolters, 
You bloody Nero's, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother-England, bluſh for ſhame. 
For your own ladies, and pale-viſag'd maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums; 
Their thimbles into armed gantlets change, 
Needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination, 
LEWIS. There end thy brave, and turn thy face 
in peace, 
Wie grant thou canſt out · ſcold us; fare thee well: 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a babler, 
| Pan, Give me leave to ſpeak. 
Bas r. No, I will ſpeak. 
Lewis. We will attend to neither: 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reſt, and our being here, (out; 
Bas r. Indeed your drums being beaten, will cry 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten ; do but ſtart 
An eccho with the clamour of thy drum, 
And ev'n at hand a drum is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverb'rate all as loud as thine. 
Sound but another, and another ſhall 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep mouth'd thunder. For at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting legate here, 
Whom he hath us'd rather for ſport than need) 
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is warlike John; and in his forehead ſits 

A bare · ribb'd death, whoſe office is this day 

To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. 
LEWIS. Strike up our drums, to find this danger 


out. 
Bas r. And thou ſhalt find it, Dauphin, do not 
doubt,  [ Exeunt, 


SE EKNE V. 
The Field of Batile. 


Alarms. Enter King Joux and Hunter, 
K. Joux. How goes the day with us? oh tell me, 
Hubert. | 

Hus. Badly, I fear ; how fares your Majeſty ? 

K. Jo ux. This feaver that hath troubled me ſo long, 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart is ſick ! 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Mes. My lord, your valiant kinſman, Faulconbridge, 
Deſires your Majeſty to leave the field, 
And ſend him word by me which way you go. 


K. Joux. Tell him, tow'rd Swinſted, to the Abby 


there. 

Mes. Be of good comfort: for the great ſupply 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, 
Are wrack'd three nights ago on Goodwin ſands. 
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 

K. John, Ah me ! this tyrant feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on tow'rd Swinſted ; to my litter ſtrait, 


Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and I am faint. [Exeum. 
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26 KING JOHN. v. 6. 
SCENE vl. 


Enter SALISBURY, PEMBROKE, and BiIGOT, 


SAL, I did not think the King ſo ſtor'd with friends, 
PEM. Up once again; put ſpirit in the French: 

If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. 
SAL. That mis-begotten devil, Faulconbridge, 

In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. [ ſield. 
PEMB. They ſay, King John ſore ſick hath left the 

Enter MELUN wounded. 

MzLuNn. Lead me to the revolts of England here, 
SAL, When we were happy, we had other names. 
PREMB. It is the Count Melun. 
Sar. Wounded to death. [ſold; 
Meru. Fly, noble Engliſh, you are bought and 

Uathread the rude eye of rebellion, 

And welcome home again diſcarded faith, 

Seek out King John, and fall before his feet: 

For if the French be lords of this loud day, 

He means to recompence the pains you take, 

By cutting off your heads; thus hath be ſworn, 

And I with him, and many more with me, 

Upon the altar at St. Edmondsbury, 

Even on that altar where we ſwore to you 

Dear amity and everlaſting love. | | 
SAL. May this be poſſible ! may this be true? 
MEL UN, Have not hideous death within my view? 

Retaining but a quantity of life, 

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 

Reſolveth from its figure gainſt the fire? 

What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 

Since I mult loſe the uſe of all deceit ? 

Why ſhould I then be falſe, fince it is true 

That I muſt die here, and live hence by truth ? 


ds, 
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I ſay again, if Lewis win the day, 
He is forſworn if e'er thoſe eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the eaſt : 
But ev'n this night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmoaks about the burning creſt 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied ſun, 
Ev'n this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Lewis by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 
The love of him, and this reſpect beſides 
(For that my grandſire was an Engliſhman, ) 
Awakes my conſcience to confeſs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and my ſoul, 
With contemplation, and devout deſires. 

Sar. We do believe thee, and beſhrew my ſoul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this molt fair occaſion, by the which 
We vill untread the ſteps of damned flight; 
And like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankneſs and irregular courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe bounds we have o'er-look'd, 
And calmly run on in obedience 
Ev'n to our ocean, to our great King John. : 
My arm ſhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 
For I do ſee the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eyes. * Away, my friends, and fly ! 

[ Exeunt. 


away, my friends, new flight, 
And happy newneſs that attends old right. 


$8 KING JOHN. v. 5. 
SCENE VII. 


Enter LEWIS and his Train. 


LEWIS. The ſun of heay'n methought was loth 
to ſet, 
But ſtaid, and made the weſtern welkin bluſh ; 
When th Engliſh meaſur d back ward their own ground 
In faint retire: oh bravely came we off, 
When with a volley of our needleſs ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody toil we bid good night, 
And wound our f tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Laſt in the field, and almoſt lords of it. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mrs. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 
LEWIS. Here, what news? 
MEs. The Count Melun is flain ; the Engliſh lords 
By his perſuaſion are at length fall'n off, 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long 
Are calt away and ſunk on Goodwin ſands. 
Lxzw3s. Ah foul ſhrewd news. Beſhrew thy very 
heart, 
did not think to be ſo ſad to-night 
As this hath made me. Who was he that ſaid 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The {tumbling night did part our weary powers? 
Mes. Who ever ſpoke it, it is true, my lord. 
LEWIS. Well; keep good quarter, and good care 
to-night, 
The day ſhall not be up ſo ſoon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to morrow. [ Excunl. 
+ tott'ring. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Enter Baſtard and Hu BERT ſeverally. 
Ho. Who's there? ſpeak, ho, ſpeak quickly, or 
I ſhoot. 

BAs r. A friend. What art thou? 

Hus. Of the part of England. 

Bas r. And whither doſt thou go? 

Hu. What's that to thee ? 

Why may not I demand of thine affairs, 
As well as thou of mine? 
Bas r. Hubert, I think. 
Hun. Thou haſl a perfect thought: 
I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'ſt my tongue ſo well: 
Who art thou ? 

BasT, Who thou wilt; and if thou pleaſe 
Thou may'ſt be-friend me fo much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hus. Unkind remembrance ; thou and endleſs night 
Have done me ſhame; brave foldier pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine ear, 

BasT. Come, come; /ans complement, what news 

abroad ? | 

Ho. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night, 
To find you out, 

Bas r. Brief then: and what's the news? 

Hus. O my ſweet Sir, news fitting to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. | 

Bas r. Shew me the very wound of this ill news, 
I am no woman, I'll not ſwoon at it. 

Hus. The King I fear is poiſon'd by a monk: 

I left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
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90 KING JOHN. v. 9. 


T'acquaint you with this evil; that you might 
The better arm you to the ſudden time, 
Than if you had at leiſure known of this. 
Bas r. How did he take it? who did taſte to him ? 
Hus. A monk, I tell you, a reſolved villain, 
Whole bowels ſuddenly burſt out; the King 
Yer ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 
Bas r. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majelty ? 
Hug. Why, know you not? the lords are all come 
back, | 
And brought Prince Henry in their company, 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty. 
Bas r. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heav'n 
And tempt us not to bear above our power. 
I'll tell thee Hubert, half my pow'rs this night 
Paſling theſe flats, are taken by the tide, 
Theſe Lincoln waſhes have devoured them; 
Myſelf, well mounted, hardly have eſcap'd. 
Away before: conduct me to the King, 
I doubt he will be dead, or e'er I come. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. 
Changes to Swinſted. 


Enter Prince HENRY, SALISBURY and BiGorT, 


HENKvy. It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain, 
Which ſome ſuppoſe the ſoul's frail dwelling houſe, 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality, 
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Enter PEMBROKE, 


Pens. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds 
belief 
That being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poiſon which aſſaileth him. 
HENRY. Let him be brought into the orchard here; 


Doth he (till rage! 


PE MBR. He is more patient 


Than when you left him; even now he ſung. 


HENRY. Oh vanity of ſickneſs! fierce extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themſelves, 
Death having prey'd upon the outward parts 
Leaves them; inviſible his ſiege is now, 
Againſt the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ſtrange phantaſies, 
Which in their throng and preſs to that laſt hold, 


Confound themſelves. * Tis ſtrange that death ſhould 


ling : 
am the cygnet to this pale, faint ſwan ; 


Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death, 


And from the organ-pipe of frailty ſings 
His ſoul and body to their laſting reſt. 
Sar. Be of good comfort, Prince, for you are born 


| To ſet a form upon that Indigeſt 


Which he hath left ſo ſhapeleſs and ſo rude. 


King Jon brought in. 
K. Joan. Ay marry, now my ſoul hath elbow- 
room; 


* Leaves them inviſible, and his ſiege is now. 
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92 KING JOHN. v. 10. 


It would not out at windows, nor at doors. E 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt: Th 
I am a ſcribbled form drawn with a pen An 
Upon a parchment, and againſt this fire Are 
Do I ſhrink up. My 
HENRY. How fares your Majeſty ? W. 
K. John. Poiſon'd, ill * fate ! dead, forſook, An 
calt off, | An 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thrult his icy fingers in my maw ; EW 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe + Fo 
Through my burn'd boſom : nor intreat the north As 
To make his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, * 
And comfort me with cold. I aſk not much, De 


I beg cold comfort; and you are ſo (trait 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 
HExRY. Oh that there were ſome virtue in my M 
tears, | 
That might relieve you, | 
K. John. I he ſalt of them is hot. 
Mk Within me is a hell, and there the poiſon 
| Is as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize 
On unreprievable, condemned blood. 


SCENE X. 
Enter Baſtard. 
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Bas r. Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent motion, 
And ſpleen of ſpeed to ſee your Majeſty. 


fare. 
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K. Joux. Oh couſin, thou art come to ſet mine 

eye: 

The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt, 

And all the ſhrouds wherewith my life ſhou'd ſail 

Are turned to one thread, one little hair: 

My heart hath one poor ſtring to (tay it by, 

Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 

And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod, 

And module of confounded royalty. 

BasT. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heav'n he knows how we ſhall anſwer him. 
For, in a night, the beſt part of my power, 

As | upon advantage did remove, 

Were in the waſhes all, unwarily, 

Devoured by the unexpected flood. [ The King dies. 
SAL. You breathe theſe dead news 1n as dead an 

ear: 

My Liege! my lord! - but now a King—now thus. 
HE NR v. Ev'n ſo mult | run on, and ev'n ſo ſtop.“ 
Bas r. Art thou gone ſo? I do but ſtay behind 

To do the office for thee, of revenge: 

And then my ſoul ſhall wait on thee to heav'n, 

As it on earth hath been thy ſervant (till. 

Now, now you ſtars, that move in your bright ſpheres, 

Where be your pow'rs ? ſhew now your mended faiths, 

And inſtantly return with me again, 

To puſh deſtruction and perpetual ſhame 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 


a 


and ev'n fo ſtop. 

What ſurety of the world, what hope, what ſtay, 

When this was now a King, and now is clay? 
Bas r. Art thou gone ſo? 
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94 KING JOHN. V. 10. 


Strait let us ſeek, or ſtrait we ſhall be ſought; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels, 
SAL, It ſeems you know not then ſo much as we : 
The Cardinal Pandulph 1s within at reſt, 
Who half an hour ſince came from the Dauphin; 
And brings from him ſuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpect may take, 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this war. 
BasT. He will the rather do it, when he ſees 
Ourſelves well ſinewed to our defence. 
SAL. Nay, it is in a manner done already, 


For many carriages he hath diſpatch'd 


To the ſea-fide, and put his cauſe and quarrel 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal: 
With whom yourtelf, myſelf, and other lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will poſt 
To conſummare this buſineſs happily. 
BasT. Let it beſo; and you, my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may belt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 
HENRY. At Worceſter mult his body be interr'd, 


- Forſo he will 'd it. 


Bas r. Thither ſhall it then. 
And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
The lineal ſtate, and glory of the land : 
To whom with all ſubmiſhon on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful ſervices, 
And true ſubjection everlaſtingly. 
SAL. And the like tender of our love we make, 
To reſt without a ſpot for evermore. 


HENRY. I have a kind ſoul that would give you 


thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 


CING: 4010 NV. 10. 


BasT. Oh let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been before-hand with our gricfs, 
This England never did, and never ſhall 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 
But when it firſt did help to wound itſelf. 
Now theſe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms ! 
And we ſhall ſhock them. Nought ſhall make us rue, 
If England to itſelf do reſt but true, [ Exeunt 9mnec. 
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THE END. 
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RICHARD 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


KING RICHARD the Second. 

Dukk of York, 5 Uncles to the 

Joux of Gavnr, Duke of Lancaſter, King. 

BoLINGBROKE, Son to John of Gaunt, afterwards 
King Henry the Fourth. 

AUMERLE, Son to the Duke of York. 

MowBreayr, Duke of Norfolk, 

EARL of SALISBURY. 

Bus ux, 

BaG Or, > Servants to King Richard. 

GREEN, 

EARL of NORTHUMBERLAND, 

PzRrcCyY, Son to Northumberland, Friends to Bo- 


Ross, lingbroke. 
WiILLOUGHBY, 


BisHoPp of CARLISLE, 
Sir STEPHEN SCROOP, 
FitrZWATER, 
SURRY, | Lords in the Par- 
ABBoT of WESTMINSTER, liament, 

Sir PIERCE of EXTON, 


5 Friends to King Richard. 


Quer to King Richard. 
DuTCHESs of GLOUCESTER, 
DUTCHESS of YoRk. 

Ladics attending on the Queen. 


Two Gardiners, Keeper, Meſſenger, and other atten- 
dants, 


ScENE, ENGLAND, 


En 


the 


d 


U 


H 


ED 


O F 


KING RICHARD II. 


F TS. 1 7 SCENE 11 
The Court. 


Enter King R1iCHARD, JOHN of GAUNT, with other 
ables and Attendants. 


Ring RiCnaARD. 
LD John of Gaunt, time-honour'd Lancaſter, 
Haſt thou, according to thy oath and bond, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold ſon, _ 
Here to make good the boiſt'rous late appeal, 
Which then our leiſure would not let us hear, 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
GaunrT, I have, my Liege. TChim, 
K. Ricu. Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded 
If he+ appeal the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily, as a good ſubject ſhould, 
On ſome known ground of treachery in him ? 
. GaunT., As near as I could ſift him on that ar- 
gument, 
On ſome apparent danger ſeen in him 
Aim d at your highneſs; no invet'rate malice, 
K. Ricn. Then call them to our preſence: face 
to face, 
+ Appeal, or call, demand, challenge, from appello. 
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6 KING RICHARD II. I. 2. 


And frowning brow to brow, ourſelves will hear 
Th'accuſer, and th'accuſed freely ſpeak : 
High-ſtomach'd are they both, and full of ire, 


In rage, deaf as the ſea ; haſty as fire, 


SCENE Il 


Enter BOLINBROKE ard MOWBRAY. 


BoLinG. May many years of happy days befal 
My gracious ſoveraign, my moſt loving liege. 
Mow s. Each day {till better others happineſs ; 
Until the heavens envying earth's good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown. [ us, 
K. Ricu. We thank you both, yet one but flatters 
As well appeareth by the cauſe you come; 
Namely t'appeal each other of high treaſon. 
Couſin of Hereford, what doſt thou object 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
BoLinG, Firſt, Heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 
In the devotion of a ſubject's love, 
Tend'ring the precious ſafety of my Prince, 
And free from other mis-begotten hate, 
Come I appellant to this princely preſence. 
Now Thomas Mowbray do [ turn to thee, 
And mark my greeting well; for what I ſpeak, 
My body ſhall make good upon this earth, 
Or my divine ſoul anſwer it in heav'n. 
Thou art a traitor and a miſcreant,* 
9 a miſcreant. 
Too good to be fo, and too bad to live, 
Since the more fair and cryſtal is the ſky, 
The uglier ſeem the clouds that in it fly; 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 


KING RICHARD Ht. 1. 2. 7 
Mow B. Let not my cold words here accuſe my zeal; 


is not the trial of a woman's war, 


The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt us twain ; 

The blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this, 

Yet can I not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 

As to be hauſht, and nought at all to ſay, 

Firſt the fair rev'rence of your highneſs curbs me 

From giving reins and ſpurs to my free ſpeech, 

Which elſe would poſt, until it had return'd 

Theſe terms of treaſon * doubled down his throat. 

Setting aſide his high blood's royalty, 

Let him but be no kinſman to my liege, 

And I defie him, and I ſpit at him, 

Call him a ſlanderous coward, and a villain 

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 

And meet him, were I ty'd to run a- foot 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where + never Engliſhman durſt ſet his foot, 

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty, 

By all my hopes molt falſly doth he lie. [ gage, 
BoLixG. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my 

Diſclaiming here the kindred of a King, 

And lay aſide my high blood's royalty, 

(Which fear, not rev'rence, makes thee to except :} 

If guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ſtrength, 

As totake up mine honour's pawn, then ſtoop, 


With a foul traitor's name ſtuff I thy throxt. 
And wiſh, ſo pleaſe my ſoveraign, ere I move, 
What my tongue ſpeaks, my right drawn ſword may 2925 
Mo w 8s, Let not Cc. 
* doubly. + where-cver. 
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8 KING RICHARD II. I. 2. 


By that, and all the I rites of knighthood elſe, 
Will I make good againſt thee, arm to arm, 
What I have ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe. 

Mow s. I take it up, and by that ſword 1 ſwear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
I'll anſwer thee in any fair degree, 

Or chivalrous deſign of knightly trial; 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 


If I be traitor, or unjuſtly fight. [ charge? 


K. Rien. What doth our couſin lay to Mowbray s 
It mutt be great that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. [ true, 
BoLinG, Look what I ſaid, my lite ſhall prove it 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highneſs' ſoldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd imploy ments; 
Like a falſe taitor and injurious villain, 
Beſides, I ſay, and will in battel prove, 
Or here, or elſewhere, to the furtheſt verge, 
That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh eye; 
That all the treaſons for theſe eighteen years, 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 


Fetch from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 


Further, I ſay, and further will maintain, 

That he did plot the Duke of Glouceſter's death, 
suggeſt his ſoon believing adverſaries, 

And conſequently, like a traitor-coward, 


Sluc'd out his inn'cent ſoul through ſtreams of blood; 


W hich blood, like ſacrificing Abel's, cries 

Even from the tongueleſs caverns of the earth, 

To me, for juſtice, and rough chaſtiſement. 

And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 

This arm ſhall do it, or this life be ſpent. 
rights. 


E 


a — * . — 


1flew him not, but to mine own diſgrace, 


KING RICHARD u. I.2. 9 


K. Ricu. How high a pitch his reſolution ſoars ! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what ſay ſt thou to this? 

Mow B. O let my ſoveraign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, 

Till I have told this“ ſland'rer of his blood, 
How God and good men hate fo foul a liar, 

K. Rien Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears. 
Were he my brother, nay, our kingdom's heir, 

As he is but my father's brother's ſon; 

Now by my ſcepter's awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour- nearneſs to our ſacred blood 
Should nothing priv'lege him, nor partialize 
Th'unſtooping firmneſs of my upright ſoul, 
He is our ſubject, Mowbray, ſo art thou, 
Free ſpeech and fearleſs I to the allow. 

MowB. Then Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart 
Through the falſe paſſage of thy throat, thou lieit ! 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais, 

Diſburſt I to his highneſs' ſoldiers ; 

The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, 

For that my ſoveraign liege was in my debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear account, 

Since laſt went to France to fetch his Queen. 

Now ſwallow down that lie. For Glouceſter's death, 


Neglected my ſworn duty in that caſe, 

For you, my noble lord of Lancaſter, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once I did lay an ambuſh for your life, 

A treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved ſoul ; 

But ere I laſt receiv'd the ſacrament, 

I did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 

Your grace's pardon ; and I hope I had it. 
* ſlander. 


Vor. IV. B 


„ N — - ” 
— AS $5 EET * 
— OT” ve as” add * . 2 


10 KING RICHARD II. I. 2. 


This is my fault; as for the reſt appeal d, F 

It iſſues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recreant and molt degen'rate traitor : ) 

Which in myſelf 1 boldly will defend, My 

And interchangeably hurle down my gage Th 

Upon this overweening traitor's foot, De! 
. To prove myſelf a loyal gentleman, To 
1 Even in the beſt blood chamber d in his boſom, Lar 
5 In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray pie 
1 Your highneſs to aſſign our trial day. Le 3.0 T0 
* K. Ricn. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul'd by 1 W 
'J Let's purge this choler without letting blood ; * : 
6 Good uncle, let this end where it begun, 61 


We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your ſon, 
Gau r. To be a make-peace ſhall become my age; 
Throw down, my ſon, the Duke of Norfolk's gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
38 GaunT, When, Harry, when? 
=. Obedience bids, I {hould not bid again. 


. 1 : 
4 hs, « ts 
3 4 
ps Han tis 


without letting blood: 

This we preſcribe though no phyſician, + 
| Deep malice makes too decp inciſion : 
uni Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 
4 Our doctors ſay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good uncle, &c. 
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+1 muſt make one remark in general on the rhymes through- 
out this whole play; they are ſo much inferior to the reſt of the 
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4 2 


4 | ö writing, that they appear to me of a different hand. What con- S 
9 5 3 Q 
= firms this, is that the context does every where exactly (and 

i frequently much better) connect without the inſerted rhymes ; B 
i I except in a very few places; and juſt there too, the rhyming 8 
1 verſes are of a much better taſte than all the others, which C 
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K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is 
no boot. [ foot, 
Mows, Myſelf I throw, dread ſoveraign, at thy 

My life thou ſhalt command, but not my ſhame, 

The one my duty owes ; but my fair name, 

Deſpight of death that lives upon my grave, 

To dark diſhonour's uſe thou ſhalt not have. 

Iam diſprac'd, impeach'd, and bafiled here, 

Pierc'd to the ſoul, with ſlander's venom'd ſpear : 

The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 

Which breath'd this poiſon, 

K. Rich. Rage mult be withſtood : 

Give me his gage : lions make leopards tame. 

Mow s. Yea, but not change their ſpots : take but 
my ſhame, 

And I reſign my gage. My dear, dear lord, 

The pureſt treaſure mortal times afford, 

Is ſpotleſs reputation; that away, 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay, 

A jewel in a ten times barr'd up cheſt, 

Is a bold ſpirit in a loyal breaſt, 

Mine honour is my life, both grow in one 

Take honour from me, and my lite 1s done. 

Then, dear my Liege, mine honour let me try, 

Ia that I live, and for that wall 1 die, begin. 
K Rich. Couſin, throw down your gage; do you 
BoLinG, Oh heav'n defend my ſoul from ſuch foul 

ſin, 

Shall 1 ſeem creſt- fall'n in my father's ſight, 

Or with pale * beggar face impeach my height, 

Before this out-dar'd + daſtard? Fre my tongue 

Shall wound my honour with ſuch feeble wrong, 

Or ſound ſo baſe a parle, my teeth ſhall tear 

* beggar'd fear, + baſtard. 
B 2 
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The laviſh motive of recanting fear, 

And ſpit it bleeding, in his high diſgrace, 

Where ſhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face, 

[ Exit Gaunt, 

K. Rieu. We were not born toſue, but to command, 

Which ſince we cannot do to make you friends, 

Be ready, as your lives ſhall anſwer it, 

At Coventry upon Saint Lambert's day. 

There ſhall your ſwords and lances arbitrate 

The ſwelling dift 'rence of your ſettled hate: 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſee 

Juſtice decide the victor's chivalry. 

Lord Marſhal, + bid our officers at arms | 

Be ready to direct theſe home-alarms. [ Exeunt, 


SC EN E HI. 
Enter GAUNT and Dutcheſs of GLOUCESTER, 


GaAuNT. Alas, the part I had in Glo'ſter's blood, 
Doth more ſollicit me than your exclaims, 
To {tir againſt the butchers of his life, 
But ſince correction lyeth in thoſe hands, 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heav'n; 
Who when it ſees the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders heads. 
Durch. Finds brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edward's ſev'n ſons, whereof thyſelf art one, 
Were as ſev'n vials of his ſacred blood; 


Or ſev'n fair branches ſpringing from one root 


Some of thoſe ſev'n are dry'd by nature's courſe ; 
Some of thoſe branches by the deſt'nies cut: 
command. 


'> id ana ma 
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face, 
aunt, | 
and, 
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ur? 


An angry arm againſt his miniſter. 


Thou go'ſt to Coventry, there to behold 
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But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Glo'ſter, 

(One vial full of Edward's ſacred blood, 

One flouriſhing branch of his molt royal root) 

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor ſpilt; 

Is hackt down, and his ſummer leaves all faded, 

By envy's hand and murder's bloody axe! 

Ah Gaunt ! his blood was thine ; that bed, that womb, 

That metal, that ſelf- mould that faſhion'd thee, 

Made him a man; and though thou liv'ſt and breath'ſt, 

Yet are thou ſlain in him; thou doſt conſent 

In ſome large meaſure to thy father's death ; 

In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father's lite, 

Call it not patience, Gaunr, it 1s deſpair, 

In ſuff ring thus thy brother to be ſlaughtcr'd, 

Thou ſhew'ſt the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching ſtern murther how to butcher thee, 

That which in mean men we entitle patience, 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breaſts, 

What ſhall I ſay? to ſafeguard thine own life, 

The belt way is to 'venge my Glo'ſter's death, 
GaunrT. God s is the quarrel ; for God's ſubſtitute, 

His deputy anointed in his ſight, 

Hath caus'd his death; the which if wrongfully, 

Let God revenge, for [| may never lift 


Durcu. Where then, alas, may | complain myſelf? 
GauxT, To heav'n, the widow's champion and 
defence. 
DuTcn, Why then I will: farewel, old Gaunt 
farewel. | 


IE EEC IE DE Le 
” Wk. - 


Our couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight, 
O ſit my husband's wrongs on Hereford 's ſpear, 
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That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breaſt! 

Or if misfo1i tune miſs the firlt career, 

Be Mowbray's ſins ſo heavy in his boſom, 

That they may break his foaming courſer's back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the liſts, 

A caitiff recreant to my couſin Hereford ! 

Farewel, old Gaunt; thy“ ſometime brother's wife 

With her companion grief, mult end her life. 
Gavnr. Silter, farewel ; 1 mult to Coventry. 

As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 
DuTCH. Yet on word more; grief boundeth where 

it falls, 

Not with the empty hollowneſs, but weight: 

I take my leave, before I have begun; 

For ſorrow ends not, when it ſeemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother, + Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all nay yet depart not ſo, 

Though this be all, do not ſo quickly go: 

I ſhall remember more. Bid him oh, what ? 

With all good ſpeed at Plaſhie viſit me. 

Alack, and what ſhall good old York ſee there 

But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walls, 

Un-peopled offices, untrodden (tones ? 

And what hear there for welcome, but my groans ? 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there 

To ſeek out ſorrow that dwells every where ; 

All deſolate, will I from hence, and die; 

The laſt leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[ Exeunt, 


* ſometime, for formerly. + Edward. 


ike 


lere 


At. 
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SCENE IV. 
The Liſts, at Coventry, 


Enter the Lird Marſhal and the Dute AUMERLE, 


Mak. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Au u. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. the Duke of Norfolk, ſprightfully and bold, 
Stays but the ſummons of th'appellant's trumpet. 
Aum. Why then the champions are prepar'd,and ſta 
For nothing but his Majeſty's approach. [ Flourifh. 
The trumps ſaund, and the King enters with his nobles: 
when they are ſet, Enter the Duke of NORFOLK in 
arms defendant, ; 
K Ricn. Marſhal, demand of yonder champion 
The cauſe of his arrival here in arms; 
Aſk him his name, and orderly proceed 
To ſwear him in the juſtice of his cauſe, 
Mak. In God's name and the King's, ſay who 
thou art? [ To Mowb. 
And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in arms? 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt, and what thy quarrel ? 
Speak truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 
And ſo defend thee heaven, and thy valour ! 
Mows. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
Norfolk, 
Who hither come engaged by my oath, 
(Which heav'n forbid a knight ſhould violate, ) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 
To God, my King, and my ſucceeding iſſue, 
Apainſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And by the grace of God, and this mine arm, 
To prove him, in defending of myſelf, 


A traitor to my God, my King, and me ; 
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And as I truly fight, defend me heav'n ! 
The trumpets ſound. Enter BOLINGBROKE el 
11 AVMMmGUur,. 
K. Rich. Marthal, aſk yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he 1s, and why he cometh hither, 
1 hus * plated in habiliments of war : 
And formally according to our law 
Depole him in the juſtice of his cauſe, [ hither, 
Mak. Whatis thy name, and wherefore com'ſt thou 
Before King Richard, in his royal litts? [Z Boling. 
Againſt whom comelt thou? and what's thy quarrcl ! 
Speak like a true knight, ſo defend thee heaven! 
BoLinG. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby 
Am l, who ready here do ſtand in arms, 
To prove, by heav'n's grace and my body's valour, 
In liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
That he's a traitor foul and dangerous, 
To God of heav'n, King Richard, and to me ; 
And as 1 truly fight, defend me heav'n ! 
Mak. On pain of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or daring hardy, as to touch the liſts, 
Except the Marthal, and ſuch officers 


Appointed to direct theſe fair deſigns. TChand. 


BoLinG, Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my ſoveraign's 
And bow my knee before his Majeſty : 
For Mowbray and myſelf are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave 
And loving farewel of our ſeveral friends. 
Mak. Th'appellant in all duty greets your high- 
neſs, [To K. Rich. 
And craves to kiſs your hand, and take his leave. 
K.Ricn, We will deſcend and fold him in our arms. 
* placcd, 
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Couſin of Hereford, as thy cauſe is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight; 


Farewel, my blood, which if to day thou ſhed, 


Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 
BoLinG. Oh let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if | be gor'd with Mowbray's ſpear 1 
As confident, as is the faulcon's flight, 
Againſt a bird, do I with Mowbray fight, 
My loving lord, I take my leave of you, 
Of you, my noble couſin, lord Aumerle, * 
Oh thou] the earthly author of my blood, [7c Gaunt, 
Whoſe youthful ſpirit, in me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-told vigour liſt me up 
To reach at victory above my head, 
Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers z 
And with thy bleihngs itcel my lances point, 
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat, 
And + furbiſh new the name of John a Gaunt 
Even in the luſty *haviour of his ſon, 
Gaunr. Heav'n in thy good cauſe make thee pro- 
ſperous. 
Be ſwift like lightning in the execution, 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled on, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the caſk 
Of thy I adverſe pernicious enemy. 
Rouze up thy youthful blood, be g brave and live, 


ws Lord Aumerle: 
Not ſick, although I have to do with death, 
But luſty, young, and chearly drawing breath, 
Lo, as at Engliſh feaſts, fo I regreet 
The dantieſt, lait, to make the end molt ſweet : 
Oh thou — 
+ furniſh. t amaz'd, 
Vor. IV, G 
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BoLinG, “ Mine innocence, God and St. George 

to thrive ! 

Mows. However heav'n or fortune caſt my lot, 
There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's throne, 
A loyal, juſt and upright gentleman : 

Never did + captive with a freer heart 

Caſt off Ris chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul'd entranchifement, 
More than my dancing ſoul doth celebrate 
This feaſt of battel, with mine adverſary. 
Moſt mighty Liege, and my companion peers, 
Take from my mouth the wiſh of happy years ; 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jeſt, 

Go l to fight : truth hath a quiet breaſt, 

K. Rick. Farewel, my lord, ſecurely I eſpy 
Virtue with valour, couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial, Marthal, and begin. 

Mas. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Receive thy lance, and heav'n defend thy right. 

BoLixG. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry Amen. 

Mar. Go bear this launce to Thomas Duke of 

Norfolk. 
1 HER. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his ſoveraign and himſelf, 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant; 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his King, and him, 
And dares him to ſet forward to the fight. 
2 HER. Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke 
of Norfolk, 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve 


Mine innocence and St. George to thrive, f captain. 
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Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 


To God, his ſoveraign, and to him, diſloyal: 
Courageoully, and with a free deſire, 
Attending but the ſignal to begin. [A charge ſounded, 
Mak. Sound trumpets, and ſet forward combatants, 
— But (tay, the King hath thrown his warder down, 
K. Ricn, Let them lay by their helmets, and their 
ſpears, 


And both return back to their chairs again: 


Withdraw with us, and let the trumpets ſound, 


' While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 


[LI lang flouriſh, 


For that our kingdom's earth ſhould not be ſoil d 
With that dear blood which it hath foſtered; 


And, for our eyes do hate the dire aſpect 


Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbour's ſwords; 
* And for we think, the eagle-winged pride 

Of ſky-aſpiring and ambitious thoughts, 

With rival-hating envy, ſet you on, 

To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the ſweet infant breath of gentle ſleep; 
(Which thus rous'd up with boiſt'rous untun'd drums, 
And harſh reſounding trumpets dreadful bray, 

And grating ſhock of wrathful iron arms, 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 

And make us wade even in our kindred's blood: ) 
Therefore, we baniſh you our territories. 

You couſin Hereford, on pain of death, 

Till twice five ſummers have enrich'd our fields, 

Shall not re-greet our fair dominions, 

But tread the ſtranger paths of baniſhment. 


* Theſe five verſes are omitted in the other editions, and 
reſtor'd from the firſt, 1598. 
C 2 


_ — _ - i a; - A . * » 3 
ure d ˙ ˙6 ODS. ͤ 22 Af, - - — wir 2 3 
!:. TER EY ner Sn 
CITES — . 2 ä — - — — 


. 
4 
_ = ALE 
— — 


3 
* 


7 — 


— 


-—— => 
— . 4 — 


' 
3 
. 
5 


0 

2 
7 
* 
2 


1 
Mo ey, — 
SLEEP”. — 


15 — 
— 2» 
- —— — 


. = 2 4 
* 1 1 — * — a 
a N 
2 FLEE 3 6 


3 "So 


8 CY . 1 


3 
a we 


2 F 
+ 
—- 


— 


20 KING RICHARD IL. I. 4. 


o 


Bol ix G. Your will be done: this mult my com- Whi 

fort be, K 

That ſun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me: Afte 

And thoſe his golden beams to you here lent, M 
Shall point on me, and gild my baniſhment. 

K. Ri cu. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, To 
Which I with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce. . 
The fly- ſlow hours ſhall not determinate E 
The dateleſs limit of thy dear exile: Swe 
The hopeleſs word, of never to return, (Ot. 
Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of life, To 

Mow. A heavy ſentence, my moſt ſoveraign Yo 

Liege, | En 
And all unlook'd for from your highneſs' mouth: No 
A dearer merit, not ſo deep a maim | Ne 
As to be caſt forth in the common air, T! 
Have I deſerved at your highneſs' hands, Ne 
The language I have learn'd theſe forty years, T. 
My native Engliſh, now muſt forgo; 'G 
And ao my tongue's uſe is to me no more, 
Than an unſtringed viol, or a harp, 
Or like a cunning inſtrument cas'd up, 
Or being open, put into his hands B 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony.“ 0 
am too old to fawn upon a nurſe, -.M 
Too far in years to be a pupil now: A 
What is thy ſentence then, but ſpeechleſs death, 0 
By 8 


the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engoal'd my tongue. 
Doubly portcullis'd with my teeth and lips ; 
And dull, untecling, barren ignorance 
Is made my goaler to attend on me. | 
I am too old 


IM » 
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Baniſh'd this frail ſepulchre of our fleſh, 
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Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 
K. Ricu. It boots thee not to be compaſſionate; 
After our ſentence, plaining comes too late. 
Mowz. Then thus I turn me from my country's 
light, 
To dwell in ſolemn ſhades of endleſs night. 
K. Rice, Return again, and take an oath with ye, 
Lay on our royal {word your baniſh'd hands ; 


' Swear by the duty that you owe to heav'n 


(Our part therein we baniſh with yourſelves,) 
To keep the oath that we adminiſter : 
You never ſhall, ſo help you truth, and heaven, 
Embrace each others love in baniſhment, 
Nor ever look upon each others face, 
Nor ever write, re-greet, or reconcile 
This low ring tempelt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by adviſed purpoſe meet, 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 
'Gainſt us, our ſtate, our ſubjects, or our land. 
BoLinG, I ſwear. 
Mows. And l, to keep all this. 
BoLinG, Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine enemy: 
By this time, had the King permitted us, 
One of our ſouls had wandred in the air, 


As now our fleſh is baniſh'd from this land. 
Confeſs thy treaſons, ere thou fly this realm, 
Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoul. 
Mow 8B. No, Bolingbroke; if ever I were traitor, 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven baniſh'd as from hence; 
But what thou art, heav'n, thou, and I do know, 
And all too ſoon, I fear, the King ſhall rue. 
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Farewel, my Liege; now no way can I ſtray, 
Save back to England; all the world's my way, 
[ Exit. 


SCENE V. 


K. Ric n. Uncle, even in the glaſſes of thine eyes 

I ſee thy grieved heart; thy ſad aſpect, 

Hath from the number of his baniſh'd years 

Pluck'd four away; ſix frozen winters ſpent, 

Return with welcome home from baniſhiment. 
BoLixG. How long a time lies in one little word? 

Four lagging winters, and four wanton ſprings 

End in a word; ſuch is the breath of Kings. 
Gaunr, If thank my Liege, that in regard of me 

He ſhortens four years of my ſon's exile : 

But little vantage ſhall I reap thereby; 

For ere the ſix years that he hath to ſpend, 

Can change their moons, and bring their times about, 

My oil-dry'd lamp, and time-bewalted light, 

Shall be extin& with age, and endleſs night: 

My inch of taper will be burat and done, 

And blindfold death not let me fee my ſon. 
K. Ric H. Why uncle? thou haſt many years to live. 
GAUNT. But not a minute, King, that thou canſt 

give; | 

Shorten my days thou canſt with ſullen ſorrow, 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; 

Thou canſt help time to furrow me with age, 

But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death; 


But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath, 


K. Rich, Thy ſon is baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave; 
+ think. 
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Why at our juſtice ſeem'ſt thou then to low'r ? 
GAUNT, Things ſweet to taſte, prove in digeſti- 
xt. on ſow'r : 
You urg'd me as a judge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
es Alas, 1 look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
I was too ſtrict to make mine own away: 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againſt my will, to do myſelf this wrong. 
* A partial ſlander ſought I to avoid, 


d? And in the ſentence my own life deſtroy'd. 
K. Rich. Coulin, farewel ; and, uncle, bid him ſo: 
Six years we baniſh him, and he ſhall go. [Flourihh.] 
me f [ Exit. 
SCENE VI. 
Aum. Couſin, farewel; what preſence muſt not 
ut, know, 
From where you do remain, let paper ſhow, 
Mar. My lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As far as land will let me, by your ſide. 
Gauxr. Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy 
e. | words, 
a(t That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy friends ? 


BOLI1NG. L have too few to take my leave of you, 

When the tongue's office ſhould be prodigal, 

To breathe th' abundant dolour of the heart, 
GaunrT, Thy grief is but thy abſence for a time. 
BoLinG. Joy abſent, grief is preſent for that time, 
GavunT. What is fix winters? they are quickly gone, 
BoLinG. To men in joy; but grief makes one 

hour ten, 


® Theſc two lines added from the firſt edition, 
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24 KING RICHARD n. I. 6. 


GAvuNT, Call it travel that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure, 
BoLinG, My heart will ſigh, when J miſcall it ſo, 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage, 
GavuNrT, The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteps 
Eſteem a foil, wherein thou art to ſet 
The precious jewel of thy home return, 
All places that the eye of heaven viſits 
Are to a wiſe man ports and happy havens, 
Teach thy neceſſity to reaſon thus: | 
There is no virtue like neceſſity. 
Go ſay, I ſent thee forth to purchaſe honour, 
And not, the King exil'd thee. Or ſuppoſe 
Devouring peſtilence hangs in our air, 
And thou art flying to a freſher clime. 
Look what thy ſoul holds dear, imagiae it 
To lye that way thou go'ſt, not whence thou com'(?. 
Suppole the ſinging birds, muſicians ; 
The graſs whereon thou tread'ſt, the preſence floor; 
The flow'rs fair ladies; and thy ſteps, no more 
Than a delightful meaſure or a dance. 
BoLinG. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
By bare imagination of a tealt ? 
Or wallow naked in December ſnow 
By thinking on fantaſtic ſummer's heat ? 
Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe; 
Fell ſorrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the ſore. 
GAuxr. Come, come, my ſon, I'll bring thee on 
thy way; 
The fourteen verſes that follow are found in the ſams 
edition, | 


aſure, 


it fo, 


ps 


or ; 


e ON 


ſams 
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Had I thy youth, and cauſe, I would not ſtay. 
BoLinG, Then England's ground farewel ; ſweet 
ſoil adieu, 
My mother and my nurſe, which bears me yet. 
Where-e'er I wander, boaſt of this I can, 
Though baniſh'd, yet a true- born Englithman.[ Exeurt, 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Ring Rien ARD, and Bus hx, Cc. at one door, 
and the Lord AuuERLE at the other, 


K.Ricn. We did indeed obſerve—Coufin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 
Auu. I brought high Hereford, if you call him ſo; 
But to the next high-way,and there left him. [ ſhed? 
K. Rich. And fay, what ſtore of parting tears werte 
Au. Faith none by me: except the north-eaſt wind, 
(Which then blew bitterly againſt our faces) 
Awak'd the fleepy rheume, and ſo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 
K. Ricu. What faid your coulin when you parted 
with him? 
Au. Farewel. 
And for my heart diſdained that my tongue 
Should ſo profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch grief, | 
That word ſeem'd buried in my forrow's grave. 
F But would the word farewel have lengthen'd hours, 
And added years to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a volume of farewels 
But ſince it would not, he had none of me. 
K. Ri c H. He is our kinſman, couſin; but tis doubt, 


I Marry, would the word farewel had 
Vol. IV. D 
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When time ſhall call him home from baniſhment, 
Whether our kinſman come to ſee his friends. 

Our ſelf, and Buſhy, Bagot here and Green 
Obſerv d his courtthip to the common people: 
How he did {cem to dive into their hearts, 

With humble and familiar courteſie, 

What reverence he did throw away on ſlaves ; 
Wooing poor crafts- men with the craft of + ſmiles, 
And patient under-bearing of his fortune, 

As 'twere to banith their affections with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyſter-wench; 

A brace of dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, 

And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, 

With thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends ; 
As were our England in reverſion his, 

And he our ſubjects next degree in hope. 


GREEN. Well, he is gone, and with him go theſ- 


thoughts, 
Now for the rebels, which ſtand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage mult be made, my Liege; 
Fre further leiſure yield them further means 
For their advantage, and your highneſs' los. 
K. Rich. We will our ſelf in perſon to this war; 
And, for our coffers with too great a court, 
And liberal largeſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
We are inforc'd to farm our royal realm, 
The revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affairs in hand; if they come ſhort, 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have blank charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhall ſubſcribe them for large ſums of gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our wants: 
For we will make for Ireland preſently, 
+ ſouls, 


Su 


I 
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Enter Bus ux. 
K. Rich. What news? 
Bus uV. Old John of Gaunt is ſick, my lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath ſent poſt haſte 
T'intreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 
K. Rich. Where lyes he? 
Bus ux. At Ely-houſe. 
5 K. Ric H. Now put it, heav'n, in his phyſician's mind, 
To help him to his grave immediately: 
The lining of his coffers ſhall make coats 
To deck our ſoldiers for theſe Iriſh wars. 
Come gentlemen, let's all go viſit him: 
Pray heav'n we may make haſte, and come too late. 
8 [ Exeunt, 


we 


eſ- SC T1 SCENE-L 


Enter GAUNT /ich, with the Dube of York. 


GAUNT, 
ILL the King come, that I may breathe my laſt 
In wholeſome counſel to his unſtay'd youth? 
York. Vex not yourſelf, and ſtrive not with your 
breath, 
For all in vain comes counſel to his ear. 
GAuNT, Oh but, they ſay, the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deep harmony: 
Where words are ſcarce, they're ſeldom ſpent in vain, 
For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in 
5 pain. Þ 
1 — their words in pain. 
He that no more muſt ſay, is liſten'd more 
Than they whom youth and eaſe have taught to gloſe ; 
More are men's ends mark'd than their lives before: 
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28 KING RICHARD II. II. 
Yorx, His ear is ſtopt with other “ flatt'ring 


charms, 
As praiſes of his ſtate ; there are beſide 
Laſcivious meeters, to whole venom'd ſound 
The open ear of youth doth always liſten : 
Report of faſhions in proud Italy, 
Whoſe manners (till our tardy apiſh nation 
Limps after, in baſe aukward imitation. 
Where doth the world thruſt forth a vanity, 
So it be new, there's no reſpect how vile, 
That is not quickly buz'd into þ his ears? 
1 Then all too late comes counſel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard.$ 
 Gavnr. Methinks | am a prophet new inſpir'd, 
And thus expiring, do foretel of him, 
His raſh, fierce blaze of riot cannot laſt ; 
For violent fires ſoon burn out themſelves. 
Small thow'rs laſt long, but ſudden ſtorms are ſhort ; 
He tires betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes ; 


The ſetting ſun, and muſic in the cloſe 
As the laſt taſte of ſweets, is ſweetelt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long paſt ; 
Though Richard my life's counſel would not hear, 
My death's ſad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

To RE. His ear. 


by flatt'ring ſounds, 
As praiſes of his ſtate; then there are found 
Laſcivious meeters, to whoſe venom ſound, Cc. 
+ their, That. 

8 with wits regard. 
Direct not him, whoſe way himſelf will chuſe; 
Tis breath thou lack'ſt, and that breath wilt thou loſe, 

GAUNT. Methinks I am 
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Wich eager feeding, ſood doth choak the feeder; 
Light vanity, inſatiate cormorant, 

Conſuming means, ſoon preys upon itſelf. 

This royal throne of Kings, this ſcepter'd iſle, 
This earth of majeſty, this ſeat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy Paradiſe, 

This fortreſs built by Nature for herſelf, 

Againſt infection, and the hand of war; 

This happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious ſtone ſet in the ſil ver ſea, 

Which ſerves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defenſive to a houſe, 

Againſt the envy of leſs happy lands ; 

This nurſe, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear'd for their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds, as far from home, 
For Chriſtian ſervice and true chivalry, 

As is the ſepulchre in ſtubborn Jury 

Of the world's ranſom, bleſſed Mary's ſon ; 
This land of ſuch dear fouls, this dear dear land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leas'd out, (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement, or pelting farm. 

England bound in with the triumphant ſea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beats back the envious ſiege 
Of watry Neptune, is bound in with ſhame, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds, 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a ſhameful conqueſt of itſelf. 

Ah! would the ſcandal vanith with my life, 
How happy then were my enſuing death! 
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30 KING RICHARD II. Il. 2. 


SCENE IL. 


Enter King RicyuarD, Queen, AUMERLE, Bus uv, 
GREEN, BAGoT, Ross, and WIiLLOUGHBY, 


York, The King is come, deal mildly with his youth; 
For young hot colts, * inrag'd, do rage the more. 
QuEEN. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaſter ? 
K. Rich. What comfort, man? How is't with 
aged Gaunt ? Þ 


* being rag'd. 
+ with aged Gaunt? 
GauNT. Oh how that name befits my compoſition ! 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious faſt ; 
And who abſtains from meat that is not gaunt? 
For ſleeping England long time have I watcht, 
Watching breeds leanneſs, leanneſs is all gaunt ; 
The pleaſure that ſome fathers feed upon, 
Is my (ſtrict faſt, I mean my children's looks, 
And therein faſting haſt thou made me gaunt ; 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whoſe hollow womb iuherits nought but bones. 
K. RI e R. Can ſick men play ſo nicely with their names? 
GAuNr. No, miſery makes ſport to mock itſelf: 
Since thou doſt ſeek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great King, to flatter thee. 
K. R1cHn. Should dying men flatter thoſe that live? 
GAUNT. No, no, men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K. R1icH. Thou now a dying, ſay'ſt thou flatter'ſt me. 
GAUNT. Oh no, thou dy'lt, though I the ſicker be. 
K. Ri c H. I am in health, I breathe, I ſee thee ill. 
CAUNT. Now he that made me, knows I ſee thee ill: 


Ill in myſelf 
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Gavnr, IIl in myſelf, but ſeeing thee too, ill. 
Thy death- bed is no leſſer than the land, 


Wherein thou lieſt in reputation ſick; 


And thou, too careleſs patient as thou art, 

Giv'ſt thy anointed body to the cure 

Of thoſe phyſicians that firſt wounded thee: 

A thouſand flatt'rers fit within thy crown, 

Whole compaſs is no bigger than thy * head, 

And yet ingaged ia ſo ſmall a verge, 

Thy waſte is no whit leſſer than thy land. 

Oh had thy grandſire with a prophet's eye, 

Seen how his ſon's ſon ſhould deſtroy his ſons, 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 

Depoſing thee before thou wert poſſeſt, 

Who art poſſeſt now to depoſe thyſelf. 

Why, couſin, wert thou regent of the world, 

It were a ſhame to let this land by leaſe: 

But for thy world enjoying but this land, 

Is it not more than ſhame, to ſhame it ſo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King : 

Thy ſtate of law, is bondſlave to the law, 

And 
K. Rich. And thou a lunatic lean-witted fool, 

Preſuming on an ague's privilege, 

Dar'ſt with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheek, chaſing the royal blood 

With fury, from his native reſidence. 

Now by my ſeat's right royal majeſty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward's ſon, 

This tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, 

Should run thy head from thy unreverent ſhoulders, 


GavnrT, Oh ſpare me not, my brother Edward's ſon, 


For that 1 was his father Edward's ſon. 
* hand, 
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That blood already, like the pelican, 

Haſt thou tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd, 

My brother Glo'ſter, plain well-meaning ſoul, 

( Whom fair befal in heav'n mongſt happy ſouls) 

May be a precedent and witneſs good, 

That thou reſpect'ſt not ſpilling Edward's blood. 

Join with the preſent ſickneſs that I have, 

And thy unkindneſs be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-long-wither'd flower. 

Live in thy ſhame, but die not ſhame with thee ; 

Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors be, 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. Exit. 
K. Ri cn. And let them die, that age and ſullens have; 

For both haſt thou, and both become the grave. 
York, I do beſeech your Majeſty impute 

His words to wayward ſicklineſs, and age: 

He loves you on my life, and holds you dear 

As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 
K. Ricn. Right, you fay true; as Hereford's love, 
| ſo his 

As theirs, ſo mine; and all be as it is. 


SCENE II. 
Enter NOR THUMBERLAND. 


Nox T RH. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to 
your Majeſty. 
K. Rich. What ſays old Gaunt ? 
No&RTH. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His tongue is now a ſtringleſs inſtrument, 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaſter hath fpent. 
York, Be York the next, that muſt be bankrupt ſo; 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe, 


Aw I > << Om9W 


Exit, 
Ave, 


Ove, 


N c 


t ſo; 
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R. Ri cn. The ripeſt fruit firſt falls, and ſo doth he; 
His time is ſpent, our pilgrimage mult be : 
So much for that. Now for our Iriſh wars ; 
We mult ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed kerns, 
Which live like venom, where no venom elſe 
But only they, have privilege to live. 
And, for theſe great affairs do aſk ſome charge, 
Towards our aſſiſtance we do ſeize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did ſtand poſſeſt. 

York. How long ſhall I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me ſuffer wrong ? 
Not Glo'ſter's death, not Hereford's baniſhment, 
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private wrongs 3 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own diſgrace, 
Have ever made me ſow'r my patient cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my ſoveraign's face. 
I am the laſt of noble Edward's ſons, 
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was firſt : 
In war, was never lion rag'd more herce ; 
In peace, was never gentle lamb more mild, 
Than was that young and princely gentleman; 
His face thou haſt, for even ſo look'd he, 
Accompliſh'd with the number of thy hours. 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againſt his friends: His noble hand 
Did win what he did ſpend ; and ſpent not that 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won. 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin, 
Oh Richard, York is too far gone with grief, 
Or elſe he never would compare between. 
K. Rien. Why uncle, what's the matter ? 
Vor. IV. 
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Vox. Oh, my Liege,“ 

Seek you to ſeize, and gripe into your hands 

The royalties and rights of baniſh'd Hereford ? 

Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 

Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry true ? 

Did not the one deſerve to have an heir ? 

Is not his heir a well-deſerving ſon ? 

Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time 

His charters, and his cuſtomary rights. 

Let not to morrow then enfue to-day, 

Be not thyſelf. For how art thou a King 

But by fair ſequence and ſucceſſion ? 

If you do wrongfully ſeize Hereford's right, 

Call in his letters patents that he hath, 

By his attorneys-general, to ſue 

His livery, and deny his offer'd homage ; 

You pluck a thouſand dangers on your head ; 

You loſe a thouſand well-diſpoſed hearts; 

And prick my tender patience to thoſe thoughts 

Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 
K. Ricn. Think what you will; we ſeize into our 
: hands 

His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 
Yorx I'll not be by the while; my Liege, farewel: 

What will enſue hereof, there's none can tell, 

But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 

That their events can never fall out good. [ Ext. 
K. Rich. Go Buſhy,to the Earl of Wiltſhire ſtreight, 

Bid him repair to us to Ely-houſe, 


r my Liege, 

Pardon if you pleaſe; if not, 

I. pleas'd not to be pardon'd, am content. 
Seek you to ſeize, Cc. 
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To ſee this buſineſs done : to-morrow next 

We will for Ireland, and 'tis time I trow, 

And we create, in abſence of our ſelf, 

Our uncle York Lord-governor of England: 

For he is juſt, and always lov'd us well. 

Come on our Queen, to-morrow mult we part; 

Be merry, for our ume of ſtay is ſhort. [ Flouri/h, 
[Exeunt King, Queen, &c. 


SCENE: IV. 


Manent Nog THUMBERLAND, WILLOUGHBY, and 
Ross. 
No R TH. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 
Ross. And living too, for now his ſon is Duke. 
W1LLo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 
No x Tu. Richly in both, if juſtice had her right. 
Ross. My heart is great, but it muſt break with 
ſilence, 
Ere't be disburthen'd with a lib'ral tongue. 
Nox ru. Nay, ſpeak thy mind, and let him ne'er 
ſpeak more 
That ſpeaks thy words again to do thee harm, 
WiLLo. Tends what you ſpeak, to the Duke of 
Hereford ? 
If it be ſo, out with it boldly, man : 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him, 
Ross, No good at all that I can do for him, 
Unleſs you call it good to pity him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 
No TH. Now afore heav'n, it's ſhame ſuch wrongs 
are born, 
In him a royal Prince, and many more, 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 
The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 
E 2 
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By flatterers; and what they will inform 
Merely in hate gainſt any of us all, 
That will the King ſeverely proſecute 
Gainſt us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 
Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with grievous 
taxes, 
And loſt their hearts; the nobles hath he fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loſt their hearts, 
WiLlLo. And daily new exactions are devis'd 
As blanks, benevolences, I wot not what : 
But what o'God's name doth become of this? 
NoRTH. Wars have not walled it, for warr'd he 
hath not, 
But baſely yieided upon compromiſe 
That which his anceſtors atchiev'd with blows : 
More hath he ſpent in peace, than they in wars, 
Ros s. The Earlof Wiltſhire hath the realm in farm. 
WII To. The King's grown bankrupr, like a broken 
man, [ him. 
NoRTH., Reproach and diſſolution hangeth over 
Koss. He hath not money for theſe Irith wars, 
(His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding) 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 
Nox TH. His noble kinſman—molt degenerate King! 
But lords, we hear this fearful tempeſt ſing, 
Yet ſeek no ſhelter to avoid the ſtorm : 
We ſee the wind fit ſore upon our ſails, 
And yet we {trike not, but ſecurely periſh, 
Ross. We ſee the very wreck that we muſt ſuffer, 
And unavoidable the danger now, 
For ſuff ring ſo the cauſes of our wreck. [death 
No&TH. Not ſo: ev'n through the hollow eyes of 
I ſpy life peering ; but I dare not ſay 
How near the tidings of our comfort is, 


LE 
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W1LLoO. Nay, let us ſhare thy thoughts, as thou 
doſt ours. 
Ross. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland ; 
We three are but thyſelf, and ſpeaking ſo, 
Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold, 
Nor H. Then thus, my friends. I have from Port 
le Blanc, 
A bay in Bretagne, had intelligence, 
That Harry Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Rainſton, 
Sir John Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 
* Coines, 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall ſhips, three thouſand men of war, 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And ſhortly mean to touch our northern ſhore ; 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ſtay - 
The firſt departure of the King for Ireland. 
If then we will ſhake off our laviſh yoke, 
Imp out our drooping country's broken wing, 
Redeem from broken pawn the blemiſh'd crown, 
Wipe off the duſt that hides our ſcepter's gilt, 
And make high majeſty look like itſelf ; 
Away with me in haſte to Ravenſpurg. 
But if you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 
Stay, and be ſecret, and myſelf will go. 
Ross. To horſe, to horſe; urge doubts to them 


that fear. 
W1LLo, Hold out my horſe, and I will firſt be 
there, [Excunt, 


»Quoint. 
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SCENE v, 
The Court of England. 


Enter Ducen, Bus uv, and Bae or. 


Bus uv. Madam, your Majeſty is much too ſad : 
You promis d when you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide ſelf-harming heavineſs, 
And entertain a chearful diſpoſition. 
Queen. To pleaſe the King, 1 did; to pleaſe myſolf 
I cannot doit; yet I know no cauſe 
Why 1 ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as grief, 
Save bidding farewel to ſo ſweet a gueſt 
As my ſweet Richard: yet again methinks 
Some unborn ſorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 
Is coming tow'rd me; and my inward ſoul 
With nothing trembles, yet at ſomething grieves, 
More than with parting from my lord the King. 
Bus ux. Each ſubſtance of a grief hath twenty 
ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief itſelf, but are not ſo: 
For *orrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 
Like perſpectives, which rightly gaz d upon 
Shew nothing but confuſion ; ey'd awry, 
Diſtinguiſh form. So your ſweet Majeſty 
Looking awry upon your lords departure, 
Finds ſhapes of grief, more than himſelf to wail, 
Which look'd on as it is, is nought but ſhadows 
Of what it is not; gracious Queen, then weep not 
More chan your lord's departure, more's not ſeen: 
Or if it be, 'tis with falſe Sorrow's eye, 
Which for things true, weeps things imaginary. 
QU&Ex, It may be ſo; but yet my inward ſoul 
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perſuades me otherwiſe : how-e'er it be, 
I cannot but be ſad ; molt heavy ſad.* 
Bus uv. Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 
Quzen, Tis nothing leſs ; conceit is {till deriv'd 
From ſome fore-father grief; mine is not ſo, + 
But what it is, not known, 'tis nameleſs woe, 


SCENE VI. 


Enter GREEN. 
GREEN. Heav'n ſave your Majeſty, and well met 
gentlemen : 
I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. 

Qu EN. Why hop'ſt thou ſo ? *ris better hope heis: 
For his deſigns | crave haſte, his haſte good hope: 
Then wherefore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt ? 

GREEN, That he, our hope, might have retir'd his 

power, 
And driven into deſpair an enemy 
Who ſtrongly hath ſet footing in this land. 
The baniſh'd Bolingbroke repeals himſelf ; 
And with up-lifted arms is ſafe arriv'd 
At Ravenſpurg. 


heavy ſad. 
As though on thinking, on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrink. 
Bus H. *Tis nothing 

t mine is not ſo, 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething grief; 
Or ſomething, hath᷑ the nothing that I grieve, 
'Tis in reverſion that J do poſſeſs; 
But what it is, that is not yet known, what 
I cannot name, tis nameleſs woe I wot. 

Enter GREEN 


t crave haſte good hope. 
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Quexx. Now God in heav'n forbid ! [ worſe, 
GREEN, O, Madam, tis too true; and what is 
The Lord Northumberland, his young ſon Percy, 
The Lords of Roſs, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their pow'rful friends, are fled to him. 
Bus nv. Why have you not proclaim'd North- 
umberland, 
And all of that revolted faction, traitors ? 
GREEN. We have: whereon the Earl of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaff, reſign'd his ſtewardſhip, 
And all the houſhold ſervants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. [woe, 
QUEEN, So Green, thou art the midwife of my 
And Bolingbroke my ſorrow's diſmal heir: 
Now hath my ſoul brough forth her prodigy, 
And 1 a gaſping new-deliver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, ſorrow to ſorrow join'd. 
Bos Hv. Deſpair not, Madam, 
Quzen. Who ſhall hinder me? 
I will deſpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a flatterer, 
A paraſite, a keeper back of death, 


Who gently would diſſolve the bands of life, 


Which falſe hopes linger, in extremity, 


SCENE VI. 


Enter YORK, 


GREEN, Here comes the Duke of Vork. 
Queen. With ſigns of war about his aged neck; 
Oh full of careful buſineſs are his looks. 
Uncle, for heav'n's ſake, comfortable words. 
Lokk. Should I do ſo, I ſhould bely my thoughts; 


Fl 
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Comfort's in heav'n, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croſſes, care and grief. 
Your huſband he is gone to ſave far off, 
Whilſt others come to make him loſe at home, 
Here am I left to underprop his land; 
Who, weak with age, cannot ſupport myſelf. 
Now comes the ſick hour after ſurfeit made; 
Now ſhall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 
Enter a Servant, 
Serv. My lord, your ſon was gone before I came; 
York. He was; why ſo, go all which way it will! 
The nobles they are fled, the commons cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's ſide. 
Get thee to Plaſhie, to my ſiſter Glo'ſter; 
Bid her ſend preſently a thouſand pound: 
Hold, take my ring. 
SERV. My lord, had forgot 
To tell, to-day I came by, and call'd there, 
But I ſhall grieve you to report the reſt, 
York, Whatis't ? 
SERv. An hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy'd; 
York. Heav'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come ruſhing on this woful land at once? 
I know not what to do: I would to heav'n, 
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to't) 
The King had cut off my head with my brother's, 
What, are there polts diſpatch'd for Ireland ? 
How ſhall we do for money for theſe wars? 
Come ſiſter, (couſin, I would ſay,) pray pardon me. 
Go fellow, get thee home, provide ſome carts, 
[ To the Servant, 
And bring away the armour that 1s there, 
Gentlemen, will you go and muſter men? 
If I know how to order theſe affairs, 
Vol. IV. F 
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Diſorderly thus thruſt into my hands, 
Never believe me. I hey are both my kinſmen; 
The one my ſoveraign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; th'other again 
My kinſman is, one whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom conſcience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomewhat we mult do: come, couſin, 1'l] 
Diſpoſe of you. Go muſter up your men, 
And meet me preſently at Barkley caſtle : 
I ſhould to Plaſhie too, 
But time will not permit. All is uneven, 
And every thing is left at ſix and ſeven. 

[Exeunt York and Queen. 


SCENE VII. 


Bus hv. The wind fits fair for news to gotolreland, 
But none returns; for us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy, 

Is all impoſſible. 

GREEN. Belides, our nearneſs to the King in love, 
Is near the hate of thoſe, love not the King. 

BaGorT. And that's the wav'ring commons, for 

their love 
Lies in their purſes; and who empties them, 
By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bus uv. Wherein the King ſtands gen'rally con- 

demn'd, 

Bacor. If judgment lye in them, then fo do we, 
Becauſe we have been ever near the King. 

GREEN, Well; I'll for refuge (trait to Briſtol caſtle; 
The Earl of Wiltſhire is already there. 

Bus uv. Thither will I with you; for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us, 

Except like curs, to tear us all in pieces: 
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Will you go with us ? 

BaGor. No: I'l] to Ireland to his Majeſty, 

Farewel : if hearts preſages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again, 
BusHy. That's as York thrives, to beat back Bo- 

liogbroke. 
GREEN, Alas poor Duke, the taſk he undertakes 

Is numb'ring ſands, and drinking oceans dry, 

Where one on his {ide fights, thouſands will flye. 
Bus uv. Farewel at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
GREEN, Well, we may mect again, 

Bacor. I fear me never. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. 
In Gloceſter/hire, 


Enter BOLINGBROKE and NORTHUMBERLAND, 
BoLixnG. How far is it, my lord, to Barkley now? 
No TH. I am a ſtranger here in Glo'ſterſhire ; 

Theſe high wild hills, and rough uneven ways 

Draw out our miles, and make them weariſome: 

And yet our fair diſcourſe has been as ſugar, 

Making the hard way ſweet and delectable. 

But I bethink me what a weary way 

From Ravenſpurg to Cotſhold will be found, 

In Roſs and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

Which I proteſt hath very much beguil'd 

The tediouſneſs and proceſs of my travel : 

But theirs is ſweetned with the hope to have 

The preſent benefit that I poſſeſs : 

And hope to joy, is little leſs in joy, 

Than hope enjoy'd. By this, the weary lords - 

Shall make their way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 

By ſight of what I have, your noble company, 
= 
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BoLixG, Of much leſs value is my company And as 
Than your good words: but who comes here? It ſhal 
Enter PERCY, My he 
NoRTH, It is my fon, young Harry Percy, No 
Sent from my brother Worceſter : whenceſoever, Keeps 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? PE! 
PERCY. thought, my lord, t' have learn'd his Man' 
health of you. And 
NoR TH. Why, is he not with the Queen? None 
PERCY. No, my good lord, he hath forſook the 
court, | No 
Broken his ſtaff of office, and diſperſt Bloo 
The houſhold of the King. B 
No&TH. What was his reaſon ? A ba 
He was not ſo reſolv'd, when we laſt ſpake together, Is y 
PERCY. Becauſe your lordſhip was proclaimed Shal 
traitor, | R 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenſpurg, \ 
To offer ſervice to the Duke of Hereford, I 
5 And ſent me o'er by Barkley, to diſcover 
What pow'r the Duke of York had levy'd there; WI 
1 Then with direction to repair to Ravenſpurg. [ boy? Sta 
0 No R Tu. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, 
bl. Percy. No, my good lord; for that is not forgot 
* Which ne'er I did remember; to my knowledge, 
4 I never in my life did look on him. [ Duke, 
4 NoR TH. Then learn to know him now; this is the Ar 
. Percy, My gracious lord, I tender you my ſervice, Ar 
* Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, Be 
NH Which elder days ſhall ripen, and confirm 
i To more approved ſervice and deſert. 14 
| BoLinG. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure T 
| I count myſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, F. 


As in a ſoul remembring my good friends: 
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And as my fortune ripens with thy love, 

It ſhall be (till thy true love's recompence. 

My heart this cov'nant makes, my hand thus ſeals it, 
NorTH, How far is it to Barkley? and what ſtir 

Keeps good old York there with his men of war ? 

PeRcy, 1 here ſtands the caſtle by yond tuft of trees, 

Man'd with three hundred men, as | have heard, 

And in it are the lords, York, Barkley, Seymour; 

None elſe of name, and noble eſtimate. 

Enter Ross and WILLOUGHBY, [ by, 
Nox TH. Here come the lords of Roſs and Willough- 

Bloody with ſpurring, fiery red with haſte, [ſues 
BOoLIx G. Welcome, my lords; I wot your love pur- 

A baniſh'd traitor ; all my treaſury 

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich'd, 

Shall be your love and labours recompence, [lord. 
Ross. Your preſence makes us rich, moſt noble 
Wi1LLo, And far ſurmounts our labour to attain it, 
BoLiNxG. Evermore thanks, (th'exchequer of the 

poor) 

Which, till my infant- fortune comes to years, 

Stands for my bounty. But who now comes here? 

Enter BARKLEY, 
Nor H. It is my lord of Barkley, as I gueſs, 
Bark. Lord Hereford, my meſſage is to you. 
BoLinxG, My lord, my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 

And I am come to ſeek that name in England, 

And I mult find that title in your * tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you ſay, [ing 
Bark. Miltake me not, my lord, 'tis not my mean- 

To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, 

From the molt glorious of this land, 

* town, 
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The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on, 
To take advantage of the abſent time, 
And fright our native peace, with ſelf-born arms. 


SCENE: . 


Enter Yors, 


BOLiNG. [I (hall not need tranſport my words by 


you, 


Here comes his Grace in perſon. Noble uncle! [ Kneels. 
York, Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy 


knee, 

Whoſe duty is deceivable and falſe, 

BoLixG, My gracious uncle! 

Yorx. I am no traitor's uncle; that word grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, 1s but profane. 
Why have theſe baniſh'd, and forbidden legs, 
Dar'd once to touch a duſt of England's ground ? 
But more then, why, why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful boſom, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war, 
And oſtentation of deſpiſed arms? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th'anointed King is hence? 
Why, fooliſh boy, the King is left behind, 
And 1a my loyal boſom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of ſuch hot youth, 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myſelf 
Reſcued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the ranks of many thouſand French ; 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this arm of mine, 
Now priſoner to the palſie, chaſtiſe thee, 
And miaiſter correction to thy fault. 


BoLixg, My gracious uncle, let me know my fault, 


On what condition ſtands it, and wherein? 
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York. Ev'n in condition of the worſt degree; 

In groſs rebellion, and deteſted treaſon: 

Thou art a baniſh'd man, and here art come, 

Before the expiration of thy time, 

In braving arms againſt thy ſoveraign. [ford ; 
BOLING. As | was baniſh'd, I was baniſh'd Here- 

But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 

And, noble uncle, I beſeech your grace, 

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You are my father, for methinks in you 

I ſee old Gaunt alive. O then, my father! 

Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 

A wand'ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties 

Pluckt from my arms perforce, and giv'n away 

To upſtart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I born ? 

If that my couſin King, be King of England, 

It muſt be granted I am Duke of Lancaſter. 

You have a ſon, Aumerle, my noble kinſman : 

Had you firſt dy'd, and he been thus trod down, 

He ſhould have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 

To rowze his wrongs, and chaſe them to the bay. 

I am deny'd to ſue my livery here, 

And yet my letters patents give me leave : 

My father's goods are all diſtrain'd and ſold, 

And theſe and all, are all amiſs imploy'd, 

What would you have me do? Iam a ſubject, 

And challege law : attorneys are deny'd me, 

And therefore perſonally I lay my claim 

To mine inheritance of free deſcent. [bus'd. 
NorTH. The noble Duke hath been too much a- 
Ross. it ſtands your grace upon to do him right. 
WII To. Baſe men by his endowments are made 

great. 

Yorx, My lords of England, let me tell you this, 
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I have had feeling of my couſin's wrongs, 

And labour'd all I could to do him right : 

But in this kind, to come 1n braving arms, 

Be his own carver, and cut out his way, 

To find out right with wrongs, it may not be; 
And you that do abet him 1n this kind 

Cheriſh rebellion, and are rebels all. 


Nox TH. The noble Duke hath ſworn his coming ie 


But for his own; and for the right of that 

We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him aid; 

And let him n'er ſee joy that breaks that oath. 
York, Well, well, I ſee the iſſue of theſe arms; 

I cannot mend it, I mult needs confeſs, 

Becauſe my pow'r is weak, and all ill left: 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 

Unto the ſovereign mercy of the King. 

But ſince I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remain as neuter, So farewel. 

Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the caſtle, 

And there repoſe you for this night. 
BoLiNnG, An offer, uncle, that we will accept; 

But we muſt win your grace to go with us 

To Briſtol-Caſtle, which they ſay is held 

By Buſhy, Bagot, and their complices ; 

The caterpillars of the common-wealth, 

Which I have {worn to weed, and pluck away. 
Yorx. It may be I will go: but yet I'll pauſe, 

For I am loath to break our country's laws : 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are; 

Things paſt redreſs, are now with me paſt care. 


[ Exeunt. 
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SC-E NE KI. 


Enter SALISBURY, and a Captain. 


Cay. My lord of Saliſbury, we have ſtaid ten days; 
And hardly k-pt your countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the King: 
Therefore we all diſperſe ourſelves: farewel, 
Salis. Stay yet another day, thou truſty Welckman: 
The King repoleth all his truſt in thee, 
Car. Tis thought the King is dead: we will not 
ſtay. 
The bay- trees in our country are all wither'd; 
And meteors fright the ſixed ſtars of heaven; 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth ; 
And lean-look'd prophets whiſper tearful change; 
Rich men look ſad, and ruffians dance and leap ; 
The one in fear to loſe what they enjoy, 
The other hope t'enjoy by rage and war, 
Theſe ſigns forerun the death of Kings — 
Farewel ; our countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well aſſur'd, Richard their King is dead, [Ei- 
Saris. Ah Richard, ah, with eyes of heavy mind, 
I fee thy glory like a ſhooting ſtar, 
Fall to the bale earth from the firmament : 
Thy ſun ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 
Witneſling ſtorms to come, woe, and unrelt ; 
Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes ; 
And croſly to thy good, all fortune goes, L Ext; 


VoL. IV, © 
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A M.SC ENS 3, 


B olingbroke's Camp. 


Enter BOLINGBROKE, YORK, NORTHUMBERLAND, 


Ross, Percy, WILLOUGBY, with Bus U and 


GREEN priſoners 


BoLI1NGBROKE, 
RING forth theſe men 
Buſhy and Green, I will not vex your ſouls 
(Since preſently your ſouls mult part your bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives ; 
For 'twere no charity: yet to waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 
I will unfold ſome cauſes of your deaths, 
You have mis- led a Prince, a royal King, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 
By you unhappy 'd, and disfigur d clean, 
You have in manner with your finful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him 
Broke the poſſeſhon of a royal bed, 
And ſtain'd the beauty of a fair Queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes, with your foul wrongs, 
Myſelf, a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Near to the King in blood, (and near in love, 
Till you did make him mis-interpret me,) 
Have ſtoopt my neck under your injuries, 
And ſigh'd my Engliſh breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of baniſnment: 
While you have fed upon my ſeigniories; 
Dis-park'd my parks, and fell'd my foreſt woods; 
From mine own windows torn my houſhold coat, 


Raz d out my impreſs ; leaving me no ſign, 


AV 


En 


Af 
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$ave mens opinions, and my living blood, 

Ts fhew the world I am a gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death, See them deliver'd 


To execution, and the hand of death. [ me, 
Bus uv. More welcome is the ſtroke of death to 
Than Bolingbroke to England. [ ſouls, 


GREEN. My comfort is, that heav'n will take our 
And plague injuſtice with the pains of hell. 
\ Bot inxG. My lord Northumberland, ſee them diſ- 
patch'd, 
Uncle, you ſay the Queen is at your houſe; 
For heav'ns ſake, fairly let her be intreated; 
Tell her I ſend to her my kind commend ; 
Take ſpecial care my greetings be deliver'd, 
Yorx. A gentleman of mine J have diſpatch'd 
With letters of your love to her at large, [away, 
BoLinG. Thanks, gentle uncle: come, my lords, 
To fight with Gleudower, and his complices ; 
A while to work, and after holiday. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Changes to the coaſt of Wales, 
Flouriſh : Drums and Trumpets. 


Enter King RiCHARD, AUMERLE, Biſhop of Carliſle, 
and Soldiers. 


K.R1c#. Barkloughly-caſtle call you this at hand? 
Au u. Yea, my good lord; how brooks your grace 
the air, 
After your toſſing on the breaking ſeas ? 
K. Rich, Needs mult I like it well; I weep for joy 
To ſtand upon my kingdom once again, 
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Dear earth, I do ſalute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horſes hoofs : 
As a long-parted mother with her child, 
Plays fondly with her tears, and ſmiles in meeting 
So weeping, {miling, greet 1 thee my earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands, 
Feed not thy foveraign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy {ſweets comfort his rav'nous ſenſe ; 
But let thy ſpiders that fuck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous fect 
Which with uſurping eps do trample thee, 
Yield ſtinging nettles to mine enemies; 
And when they trom thy boſom pluck a flower, 
Guard it | pry'thee with a lurking adder ; 
Whole double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy ſoveraigu's enemies. 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs conjuration, lords ; 
This earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe ſtones 
Prove armed ſoldiers, ere her native king | 
Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms. 

Bis hov. Fear not, my lord, that pow'r that made 

you King 

Hath pow'r to keep you King, in ſpight of all. 
* The means that heaven yields muit be embrac'd, 
And not neglected : elſe if heaven would 
And we would not, heav'n's offer we refuſe, 
The proffer'd means of ſuccour and redreſs, 

Aum, He means, my lord, that we are too remiſs, 
Whilſt Bolingbroke, through our ſecurity, 
Grows ſtrong and great, in ſubſtance and in power. 

K. Rich. Diſcomfortable couſin, know'it thou not, 


* The four lines that follow, from the firſt edition. 
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That when the ſearching eye of heav'n is hid 
Behind the globe, that lights the lower world; 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unſeen, 
ln murders, and in outrage bloody here. 

But when from under this terreſtrial ball 

He hes the proud tops of the eaſtern pines, 
And darts his * light through ev'ry guilty hole; 
Then murders, treaſons, and deteſted fins, © 
The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs, 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves, 
So when this thief, this traitor Bolingbroke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the night, 

+ Whilſt we were wand'ring with th Antipodes, 
Shall ſee us riſing in our throne, the eaſt 

His treaſons will ſet bluſhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the light of day; 

But ſelf-affrighted, tremble at his ſin, 

Not all the water in the rough rude ſea 

Can waſh the balm from an anointed King; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe 

The deputy elected by the Lord. 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath preſt, 

To lift ſharp ſteel againſt our golden crown, 
Heav'n for his Richard hath in heav'nly pay 

A glorious angel; then if angels fight, 

Weak men mult fall, for heav'n (till guards the right, 


SCENE III. 


Enter SALISBURY, 


Welcome, my lord, how far off lies your power ? 
SAL1s. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious lord, 
Than this weak arm; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 
lightning. f Added from the ſame edition, 
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And bids me ſpeak of nothing but deſpair : 
One day (too late I fear, my noble lord) 
Hath clouded all *thy happy days on earth, 
Oh call back yeſterday, bid time return, 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men. 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day too late 
O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy ſtate, 
For all the Welſhmen hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, diſperſt and fled. 
Aum, Comfort, my Liege; why looks your grace 
ſo pale? men 
K. Rien But now the blood of twenty thouſand 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled.+ 
All ſouls that will be ſafe, fly from my ſide, 
For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 
Au. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
K. Ric n. I had forgot myſelf: am 1 not King? 
Awake thou coward Majeity, thou ſleepeſt: 
Is not the King's name forty thouſand names ? 
Arm, arm my name; a puny ſubject ſtrikes 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 
Ye fav'rites of a King! are we not high? 
High be our thoughts. I know my uncle York 
Hath pow'r to ſerve our turn, But who comes here ? 
my. 
+ — and they are fled, 
And till fo much blood thither come again, 
Have I not reaſon to look pale, and dead? 


All ul 
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SCENE w. 


Enter SCROOP, 


ScrooP. More health and happineſs betide my 
Liege, 
Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him, 
K.R1cH. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd x 
The worſt is worldly loſs thou canſt unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom loſt? why, 'twas my care: 
And what loſs is it to be rid of care? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 
Greater he {hall not be; if he ſerve God, 
We'll ſerve him too, and be his fellow ſo. 
Revolt our ſubjects ? that we cannot mend 
They break their faith to God as well as us. 
Cry woe, deſtruction, ruin, loſs, decay; 
The worſt is death, and death will have his day. 
Scso or. Glad am I, that your highneſs is ſo arm'd 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy day, 
Which makes the ſilver rivers drown their ſhores, 
As if the world were all diſſolv'd to tears; 
So high above his limits ſwells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, cov'ring your fearful land 
With hard bright ſteel, and hearts moxe hard than ſteel, 
White beards have arm'd their thin and hairleſs ſcalps 
Againſt thy Majeſty, boys with womens voices 
Strive to Speak big, and claſp their female joints 
In ſtiff unwieldy arms, againſt thy crown: 
The very beadſmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double fatal ewe, againſt thy ſtate: 
Yea diſtaff-women manage ruſty bills, 
Againſt thy (tate both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worſe than I have pow'r to tell, 


. — 
3 - 
* if 


— 2 
2 20 
* 3 


r ee 
* —_— 2 4 - — 
— : — — 
a * _— 


SE en Rr 


. EW - 2 


<a 


= ES * 4 C 1 
* SY" ane 1 * 1 
— — — — 
—— 


CRETE 
%.. 


wh pots 
. — 


* oO 


— 
* * 


OS 
: 1 2 * 3 _— — * WAY 
— DEI, = 
22 a ”w 5 1 * 


— 


— Te: — 
** wo ' DD —_ 4 Ps 
4 — -" Sag EY 22 A 
555 — 8 


56 KING RICHARD If, III. 4. 


K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell'ſt a tale ſo ill. 


Where is the Earl of Wiltſhire ? where is Bagot ? 
What 1s become of Buſhy ? where is Green ? 
That they have let the dang'rous enemy 
Meaſure our confines with ſuch peaceful ſteps ? 
If we prevail, their heads ſhall pay for it. 
I warrant they've made peace with Bolingbroke, 
Sc RO O. Peace they have made with him, indeed, 
my lord. [tion : 
K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn'd without redemp- 
Dogs, eaſily won to fawn on any man; 


Snak es in my heart · blood warm d, that ſting my heart; 


Three Judaſſes, each one thrice worſe than judas! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their ſpotted ſouls for this offence ! 

SCRooP, Sweet love, I ſee, changing his property, 
Turns to the ſow'reſt and moſt deadly hate: 
Again uncurſe their ſouls; their peace is made 


With heads, and not with hands: thoſe whom you 
curſe 


Have felt the worſt of death's deſtroying hand, 
And lye full low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 


Aux. Is Buſhy, Green, and th' Earl of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 


ScRooe, Yea, all of them at Briſtol loſt their heads. 


Au. Where is the Duke my father, with his power? 


K. Ric. No matter where; of comfort no man 
ſpeak : 
© Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, 
Make dult our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write ſorrow in the boſom of the earth! 
Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills; 
And yet not ſo for what can we bequeath, 
* Save our depoſed bodies to the ground? 
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© Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 

© And nothing can we call our own, but death; 

© And that ſmall model of the barren earth 

© Which ſerves as paſte and cover to our bones, 

For heav'ns ſake let us fit upon the ground, 

© And tell ſad ſtories of the death of Kings: 

* How ſome have been depos'd, ſome ſlainin war: 

* Some haunted by the ghoſts they diſpoſſeſs'd : 

some poiſon'd by their wives, ſome ſleeping kill'd, 

All murther'd. For within the hollow crown, 

* That rounds the mortal temples of a King, 

* Keeps death his court, and there the Antick fits 

* Scoffing his (tate, and grinning at his pomp 

© Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene 

To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 

© Infuſing him with ſelf and vain conceit, 

© As if this fleſh, which walls about our life, 

© Were braſs impregnable : and humour'd thus, 

Comes at the laſt, and with a little pin 

* Bores through his caſtle-walls, and farewel King! 

Cover your heads, and mock not fleſh and blood 

© With ſolemn rev'rence ; throw away reſpect, 

© Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 

© For you have but miſtook me all this while: 

I live on bread like you, feel want like you, 

* Taſte grief, need friends, like you: ſubjected thus; 

* How can you ſay to me lam a King? [ woes, 
CARL. My lord, wiſe men ne'er wail their preſent 

But preſently prevent the ways to wall : 

To fear the foe, ſince fear oppreſſeth ſtrength, 

Gives, in your weakneſs, ſtrength unto your foe; ® 


unto your foe; 
Fear, and be ſlain, no worſe can come from fight, of 


Vor. IV. H 
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+ And ſo your follies fight againſt yourſelf. 1 
K. Rich, Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Boling- 


broke, I come 

Say, Scroop, where lyes our uncle with his power? 

ScRooP, [ play the torturer, by ſmall and ſmall | 
To lengthen out the worſt, that mult be ſpoken, 
Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke, 
And all your northern caſtles yielded up, 
And all your ſouthern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his faction. 

K. Rich. Thou haſt ſaid enough. 
Beſhrew thee, couſin, which didſt lead me forth 
Of that ſweet way L was in to deſpair, | 
What ſay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 
By heav'n I'll hate him everlaſtingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flint-caſtle, there I'll pine away: 
A King, woe's ſlave, ſhall kingly woe obey: 


And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 
Where fearing, dying, pays death ſervile breath. 

Aux. My father hath a pow'r, enquire of him, 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K. R1cH. Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Bolingbroke, I come 
To change blows with thee, for our day of doom ; 
This ague fit of fear is over-blown, 

An eaſie task it is to win our own. 

Say, Scroop, where lyes our uncle with his power ? | 

Speak ſweetly, man, although thy looks be ſower. 
SCR00?P. Men judge by the complexion of the sk 
The ſtate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye: 
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to ſay: 


I play 


+ Added from the ſame edition. 
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That pow'r I have, diſcharge, and let 'em go 
To *ear the land, that hath ſome hope to grow, 
For I have none, Let no man ſpeak again 
To alter this, for counſel is but vain. 
Aum. My Liege, one word. 
K. Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatt'ries of his tongue. 
Diſcharge my followers: let them away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
Bolingbroke's Camp. 


Enter with dru's and colours, BOLINGBROKE, YORK, 
NoRTHUMBERLAND, ard attendants. 

BoL1xG, So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Welſhmen are diſpers d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With ſome few private friends upon this coaſt. 

No TH. The news is very fair and good, my lord, 
Richard not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yo Rx. It would beſeem the lord Northumberland, 
To ſay King Richard. Ah, the heavy day, 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhonld hide his head! 

Nox r H. Your Grace miſtakes me; only to be brief 
Left I his title our, 

York. The time hath been, 
Wouid you have been fo brief with him, he would 
Have been ſo brief, to ſhorten you the head. 

BoLinG. Miſtake not,uncle,farther than you ſhould, 

York. Take not, good couſin, farther than you 

ſhould, 
ear, or are; from aro, to plow. 
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Leſt you miſtake; the heav'ns are o'er your head. 
BoLUIxG. I know it, uncle, nor oppoſe myſelf 
Againſt their will, But who comes here? 
Enter PERCY. 
Welcome Harry ; what, will not this caſtle yield ? 
PErCY. The caſtle royally is mann'd, my lord, 
Againit your entrance, 
BoLixG. Royally? why, it contains no King ? 
PERCY. Yes, my good lord, 
It doth contain a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond lime and ſtone ; 
And with him lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, belides a clergy-man 
Of holy reverence: who, I cannot learn, 
No&TH, Belike it is the Biſhop of Carliſle, 


BoLIxG. Noble lord, [Ts North, 


Go to the rude ribs of that antient caſtle, 

Through brazen trumpet ſend the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver : 

Henry of Bolingbroke upon his knees 

Noth kiſs King Richard's hand, and ſends allegiance 
And faith of heart unto his royal perſon : 

F.v'n at his feet I lay my arms and pow'r, 
Provided, that my baniſhment repeal'd, 

And lands reſtor'd again, be freely granted; 

If not, I'll uſe th' advantage of my pow'r, 

And lay the ſummer's duſt with ſhow'rs of blood, 
Rain'd from the wounds of ſlaughter'd Engliſhmen. 


The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 


It is, ſuch crimſon tempeſt ſhould bedrench 
The freſh green lap of fair King Richard's land, 
My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Go ſigniſie as much, while here we march 

Upon the graſſie carpet of this plain; 
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Let's march without the noiſe of threat'ning drum, 
That from this caſtle's tatter'd battlements 

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks King Richard and myſelf thould meet 
With no leſs terror than the elements 

Of fire and water, when their thund'ring ſmoak 

At meeting, tears the cloudy cheeks of heay'n : * 
March on, and mark King Richard how he looks, 


SCENE VI. 


Parle without, and anſwer within; then a flouriſh, 
Enter on the walls, King Rich ax D, the Biſhop of 
CARLISLE, AUMERLE, SCROOP and SALISBURY, 


See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appear 

As doth the bluſhing diſcontented ſun, 

From out the fiery portal of the eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to ſtain the tract 

Of his bright paſſage to the Occident. 

York. Yet looks he like a King; behold his eye, 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſty ; alack, for woe, 

That any harm ſhould ſtain ſo fair a ſhow. [ſtood 

K. Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North, 
Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawful King; 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 


* cheeks of heav'n: 


Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water: 
The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, Cc. 
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To pay their awful duty to our preſence? 

If we be not, ſhew us the hand of God, 

That hath diſmſs d us from our ſtewardſhip. 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 

Can gripe the ſacred handle of our ſcepter, 

Unleſs he do prophane, ſteal, or uſurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 

Have torn their ſouls, by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 

Yet know, my maſter, God omnipotent, 

Is mult ring in his clouds on our behalf 

Armies of peſtilence ; and they ſhall ſtrike 

Your children yet unborn, and unbegot, 

That lift your vaſſal hands againſt my head, 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond methinks he is) 

That every ſtride he makes upon the land 

Is dangerous treaſon ;.he is come to ope 

The purple teſtament of bleeding war. 

But ere the crown he looks for, live in peace, 

Ten thouſand bloody crowns of mothers ſons 

Shall ill become the flow'r of England's face, 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To ſcarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her paſtor's graſs with faithful Engliſh blood, 
NokTH. The King of neav'n forbid, our lord the 

King 

Should ſo with civil and uncivil arms 

Be ruſh'd upon: no, thy thrice-noble couſin, 

Harry of Bolingbroke, doth kiſs thy hand, 

And by the honourable tomb he ſwears 

That ſtands upon your royal grandſire's bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods, 

(Curreats that ſpring from one moſt gracious head) 
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And by the bury'd hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himſelf, 
Comprizing all that may be ſworn, or ſaid, 
His coming hither hath no farther ſcope, 
Than for his linea] royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 
His glitt'ring arms he will commend to ruſt; 
His barbed ſteeds to ſtables; and his heart 
To faithful ſervice of your Majeſty. 
This ſwears he, as he is a Prince, is juſt; 
And as I am a gentleman, I credit him. [turns 2 
K. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus the King re- 
His noble coulin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without contradiction, 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debaſe our ſelf, couſin, do we not, [To Aum. 
To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak ſo fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the traitor, and ſo die? 
AuM. No, good my lord, let's fight with gentle 
words, | | 
Till time lend friends,and friends their*helpful ſwords, 
K. Ricn. Oh God, oh God! that e'er this tongue 
of mine, 
That laid the ſentence of dread bam{hment 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off again, 
With words of ſooth; oh that I were as great 
As is my grief, or leſſer than my name 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now 


* hopeful. 
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Swell'ſt thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee ſcope to beat, 

Since foes have ſcope to beat both thee and me. 
AuM. Northumberland comes back from Boling- 

broke. ſubmit? 

K. Ricu. What mult the King do now ? muſt he 

The King ſhall do it: mult he be depos'd ? 

The King ſhall be contented : muſt he loſe 

The name of King? o'God's name let it go. 

I'll give my jewels for a ſet of beads; 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 

My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown 

My figur'd goblets, for a diſh of wood ; 

My ſcepter, for a palmer's walking ſtaff ; 

My ſubjects, for a pair of carved ſaints, 

And my large kingdom, for a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obſcure grave, 

Or I 1] be bury'd in the King's high way; 

Some way of common trade, where ſubject's feet 

May hourly trample on their ſoveraign's head.“ 

Aumerle, thou weep'ſt, my tender-hearted couſin, 

We'll make foul weather with deſpiſed tears : 

Our ſighs, and they, ſhall lodge the fummer corn, 

And make a dearth in this revolting land, 

Or ſhall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make ſome pretty match with ſhedding tears ? 

As thus, to drop them ſtill upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves. 


* 


ſoveraign's head. 

For on my heart they tread now, whilſt I live; 
And bury'd once, why not upon my head ? 
Aumerle, Go. 

4a pair of graves; 
Within the earth? and therein laid, there lyes 
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Moſt mighty Prince, my lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Bolingbroke ? will his Majelty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke ſays ay. 
Nox TH. My lord, in the baſe court he doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, may't pleaſe you to come down. 
K. Ricu. Down, down I come, like gliſt'ring 
Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 
BoLinG. What ſays his Majeſty ? 
NoRTH. Sorrow of heart 
Makes him ſpeak fondly, like a frantic man; 
Yet he 1s come, | 
BoLixG, Stand all apart, and ſhow 


Fair duty to his Majeſty, 


My gracious lord F Kneels. 
K. Rich. Fair couſin, you debaſe your princely 
knee, | 
To make the baſe earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleaſed eye ſee your courteſie.“ 


Two kinſmen digg'd their graves with weeping eyes? 
Would not this ill do well? well, well, I ſee 

talk but idlely, and you mock at me. 

Moſt mighty Prince, &c. 


f of unruly jades. 

In the baſe court? baſe court where Kings grow baſe, 

To come at traitors calls, and do them grace. 

In the baſe court come down? down court, down King, 

For night-owls ſhriek, where mounting lar ks ſhould ſing. 
BOLING. What, Cc. 


your courteſie. 
Up, couſin, up, your heart is up, I know, 


„Vor, I. | I 
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BoLixG. My gracious lord, I come but for mine 
own, Call. 
K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and 
BoLiNG. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted lord, 
As my true ſervice ſhall deferve your love. [have, 
K. Rich. Well you deſerv'd : they well deſerve to 
That know the ſtrong'ſt and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hand; nay, dry your eyes, 
Tears (hew their love, but want their remedies, 
Coulin, 1 am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, [UII give, and willing too; 
For do we muſt, what force will have us do, 
Set on towards London. Couſin, is it ſo ? 
BoLixG. Yea, my good lord, 
K.Ricn, I henl mult not ſay no. [Flouri/h. Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 


A Garden. 


Enter Quren and tus Ladies. 

Querx. What ſport ſhall we deviſe here in this 

| garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

Lady. Madam, we'll play at bowls. [rubs, 

Que Ex. *'Twill make me think the world is full of 
And that my fortune runs againlt the bias. 

LADY. Madam, we'll dance. | 

QUEEN. My legs can keep no meaſure in delight, 
When my poor heart no meaſure keeps in grief, 
Therefore no dancing, girl ; ſome other ſport, 


Thus high at leaſt, although your knee be low. 
BO LIN G. My, Cc. 
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LA PDV. Madam, we'll tell tales. 

QuEEN, Of ſorrow, or of joy? 

Lady, Of either, Madam, 
UEEN. Of neither, girl. 


For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 


It doth remember me the more of ſorrow : 
Or if of grief, being altogether * had, 


It adds more ſorrow to my want of joy: 


For what I have, I need not to repeat : 

And what I want, it boots not to complain, 
LADY. Madam, I'll ſing. 

QUEEN, is well that thou haſt cauſe : 

But thou ſhould'(t pleaſe me better, would'lt thou weep, 
Lady. I could weep, Madam, would it do you good, 
QuEeN. And I could + weep, would weeping do 

me good, 

And never borrow any tear of thee, 

(Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe trees, 

My wretchedneſs | ſuits with a row of pines.) 

Enter a Gardener, and tabo Servants. 

But ſtay, here come the gardeners ; 

They'll talk of ſtate, for every one doth fo, 

Againſt a change; woe is fore run with woe. 

Deen and Ladies retirg, 
GARD. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 

Which like unruly children, make their Sire 

Stoop with oppreſſion of their prodigal weight: 

Give ſome ſupportance to the bending twigs. 

Go thou, and like an executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faſt growing ſprays, 

That look too lofty in our common- Wealth: 

All mult be even in our government. 

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 

::0-bad. + ſing. t unto, 
12 
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The noiſom weeds, that without profit ſuck 
The ſoil's fertility from wholſom flowers. 
Serv. Why ſhould we, in the compaſs of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due 8 
She wing, as in a model, our firm ſtate? 
When our ſea-walled garden; the whole land, 
Is full of weeds, her faireſt flowers choak'd up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd, 
Her knots diſorder'd, and her wholeſome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 
GARD. Hold thy peace. 
He that hath ſufter'd this diſorder'd ſpring, 
Hath now himſelf met with the fall of leaf; 
The weeds that his broad-ſpreading leaves did ſhelter, 
(That ſeem'd in eating him, to hold him up,) 
Are pull'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ; 
I mean the Earl of Wiltſhire, Buſhy, Green. 
SERV. What, are they dead ? 
GARD. They are, 
And Bolingbroke hath ſeiz'd the waſteful King. 
What pity 1s it, that he had not trimm'd 
And dreſt his land; as we this garden *dreſs, 
And wound the bark, the ſkin of our fruit trees, 
Leſt being over proud with ſap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itſelf; 
Had he done ſo to great and growing men, 
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taſte 
Their fruits of duty. All ſuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 
Had he done ſo, himſelf had born the crown, 
Which waſte and idle hours have quite thrown down: 
Serv. What, think you then, the King ſhall be 
depos'd ? . 
garden at time of year. 
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GARD. Deprelt he is already, and depos'd 
»Tis doubted he will be. Letters laſt night 
Came to a dear friend of the Duke of York, 
That tell black ridings, [ſpeaking 2 
QUEEN. Oh I am preſt to death through want of 
Thou Adam's likeneſs, ſet to dreſs this garden, 
How dares thy tongue ſound this unpleaſing news? 
What Eve, what Serpent hath ſuggeſted thee, 
To make a {:cond fall of curſed man? 
Why doſt thou ſay King Richard is depos'd ? 
Dar'ſt thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
Divine his downfal ? ſay, where, when, and how 
Cam'ſt thou by theſe ill tidings ? ſpeak, thou wretch, 
GARD. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have l 
To breathe theſe news ; yet what I ſay is true; 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh'd : 
In your Lord's ſcale is nothing but himſelf, 
And ſome few vanities that make him light: 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Beſides himſelf are all the Evgiiih peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 
Poſt you to London, and you'll find it ſo; 
Ll ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. 
Queex, Nimble miſchance, that art ſo light of foot, 
Doth not thy embaſſage belong to me ? 
And am l laſt that know it? Oh thou think'ſt 
To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keep 
The ſorrow in my breaſt. Come ladies, go, 
To meet at London, London's King in woe. 
What, was I born to this! that my ſad look, 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke! 
Gardner, for telling me theſe news of woe, 
I would the plants thou graft'ſt may never grow. 
[Ex, Queen and Ladies. 
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GARD. Poor Queen, ſo that thy ſtate might be no 
wor ſe, 
1 would my {kill were ſubject to thy curſe, 
Here did ſhe diop a tear, here in this place 
I'll ſet a bank of Rue, ſow'r herb of grace: 
Kue, ev'n for ruth, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. 
[ Ex, Gard. and Serv. 


. . 
LOND ON. 


Enter as to the Parliament, BOLINGBROKE, AU- 
MERLE, NORTHUMBERLAND, PERCY, F1TZ- 
WATER, SUKRY, Biſhop of Carlifle, Abbot of Weſt- 
minſter, Herald, Gfficers, and BaGor. 


 BoLINGBROKE. 
ALL Bagot forth : now freely ſpeak thy mind, 
What thou dolt know of ncbie Glo'ſter's death? 
Who wrought it with the Ving, and who perform'd 
The bloody office of his timeleſs end? 
Ba Or. Then ſet before my face the lord Aumerle. 
BoLinG. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that 
man, | | [ tongue 
BacoT, My lord Aumerle, I know your daring 
Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Glo'ſter's death was plottcd, 
I heard you ſay, is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the re{tful Engliſh court 
As far as Calais to my uncle's head ? 
Amongſt much other talk, that very time, 
I heard you ſay, you rather had refuſe 
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The offer of an hundred thouſand crowns, 

Than Bolingbroke return to England ; adding, 

How bleſt this land would be in this your couſin's death. 
Au. Princes, and noble lords, 

What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 

Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair ſtars, 

On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement ? 

Either 1 mult, or have mine honour ſoil'd 

With the attainder of his ſland'rous lips, 

There is my gage, the manual ſeal of death, 

That marks thee out for hell. Thou lieſt, 

And 1'll maintain what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 

In thy heart blood, though being all too baſe 

To ſtain the temper of my knightly ſword. 
BoLixG. Bagot, forbear ; thou ſhalt not take it up. 
AuM. Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 

In all this preſence that hath mov'd me fo. 
FIT z. If that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies, 

There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine: 

By that fair ſun, that ſhews me where thou ſtands, 

I heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak'ſt it, 

That thou were cauſe of noble Glo'ſter's death. 

If thou deny'ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 

And I will turn thy falſhood to thy heart 

Where it was forged. with my rapier's point, 
A uM. Thou dar'ſt not, coward, live to ſee the day. 
FITZz W. Now, by my ſoul, I would it were this 

hour, 

Aux. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this, 
Percy. Aumerle, thou lieſt; his honour is as true, 

In this appeal, as thou art all unjuſt; 

And that thou art ſo, there I throw my gage 

To prove it on thee, to th' extreameſt point 

Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ſt. 
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Aum. And if I do not, may my hands ret off, 
And never brandiſh more revengeful ſteel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe. 


*Who ſets me elſe? by heav'n, I'll throw at all. | 


I have a thouſand ſpirits in my breaſt, 
To anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as you. 
SURREY. My lord Fitzwater, I remember well 


The very time Aumerle and you did talk. then; 
FiTzw. My lord, tis true: you were in preſence 
And you can witneſs with me, this is true. true. 


SURREY. As falſe, by heav'n, as heav'n itſelf is 
Fitz w. Surrey, thou lieſt. 
SURREY. Diſhonourable boy, 

That lie ſhall lye ſo heavy on my ſword, 

That it ſhall render vengeance and revenge, 

Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, reſt 

In earth as quiet, as thy father's ſcull. 

In proof whereof, there is mine honour's pawn; 

Engage it to the tryal, if thou dar'ſt. [horſe ? 
Fitzw. How fondly doſt thou ſpur a forward 

If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderneſs, 

And ſpit upon him, whillt I ſay he lies, 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thee to my ſtrong correction. 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 


Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal. 


Beſides, I heard the baniſh'd Norfolk ſay, 
That thou Aumerle didſt ſend two of thy men 
To execute the noble Duke at Calais. 
Auu. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this, 


* Theſe three verſes are taken from the firſt edition. 
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If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour, 

BoL1nG. Theſe diff rences ſhall all reſt undet gage, 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be; 
And though mine enemy, reſtor'd again 
To all his ſeigniories; when he's return'd, 

Againſt Aumerle we will enforce his tryal. 

CARL. That honourable day ſhall ne'er be ſeen. 
Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolk fought 
For Jeſu Chriſt, in glorious Chriſtian field 
Streaming the enſign of the Chriſtian croſs, 

Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 

Then toil'd with works of war, retir'd himſelf 

To Italy, and there at Venice gave 

His body to that pleaſant country's earth, 

And his pure ſoul unto his captain Chriſt, 

Under whoſe colours he had fought ſo long. 
BoLinG, Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk dead? 
CARL, Sure as [ live, my lord. 

BoLixG. Sweet peace conduct his ſoul 
To th' boſom of good Abraham — Lords appealants, 
Your diff 'rences ſhall all reſt under gage, 

Till we aſſign you to your days of tryal, 


SCENE I, 
Enter YORK. 


Yorx. Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing ſoul 
Adopts thee hcir, and his high ſcepter yields 
To the poſſeſſion of thy royal hand. 

Aſcend his throne, deſcending now from him, 
And long live Henry, of that name the Fourth. 

BoLinG. In God's name, 1'll aſcend the regal 

throne, 

Vor. IV. K 
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CARL. Marry, heav'n forbid, 
Worſt in this royal preſence may I ſpeak, 
Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble preſence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard; then true nobleneſs would 
Learn him forbearance from ſo foul a wrong. 
What ſubject can give ſentence on his King? 
And who ſits here that is not Richard's ſubject? 
Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be feen in them, 
And ſhall the figure of God's majeſty, 
His captain, ſteward, deputy ele, 
Anointed, crown'd, and planted many years, 
Be judg'd by ſubje& and inferior breath, 
And he himſelf not preſent ? oh, forbid it, 
That in a Chriſtian climate, ſouls refin'd 
Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſcene a deed, 
I ſpeak to ſubjects, and a ſubject ſpeaks, 
Stir'd up by heav'n, thus boldly for his King. 
My lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Is a foul-traitor to proud Hereford's King, 
And if you crown him, let me propheſie, 
The blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the groud, 
And future ages groan for this foul act. 
Peace ſhall go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And in this ſeat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound, 
Diſorder, horror, fear and mutiny 
Schall here inhabit, and this land be call'd 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men's ſculls. 
Oh, if you rear this houſe, againſt * his houſe, 
It will the wofulleſt diviſion prove, 
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That ever fell upon this curſed earth. 

Prevent, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 

Leſt * children's children cry againſt you, woe. | 
Noa ru. Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your 

pains, 

Of capital treaſon we arreſt you here. 

My lord of Weſtminſter, be it your charge, 

To keep him ſafely till his day of tryal. 

+ May't pleaſe you, lords, to grant the commons ſuit ? 
BoLinG. Fetch hither Richard, that in common 

view | 

He may ſurrender: ſo we ſhall proceed 

Without ſuſpicion, 
York. I will be his conduct. [ Exit, 
BoL1xG. Lords, you that are here under our arreſt, 

Procure your ſureties for your days of anſwer: 

Little are we beholden to your love, 

And little look'd for at your helping hands. 


8 GENE III. 
Enter King RICHARD and YORK, 


K Rich. Alack, why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith | reign'd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 
T'inſinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee: 
Give ſorrow leave a- while, + tutor me 
To this ſubmiſſion. Yet I well remember 


* child, childs children. 

+ This ſcene where Richard is introduc'd, from theſe 
words, May't pleaſe you, lords, &c. to the fourth ſcence of this 
act, is entirely added ſince the firſt edition. 

f return. 
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The favours of theſe men: were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, all hail to me? 
Su Judas did to Chriſt : but he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thouſand, none.“ 
To do what ſervice, am I ſent for hither ? 
York, To do that office of thine own good will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer : 
The reſignation of thy ſtate and crown, 
K. Rich. Give me the crown, Here couſin, ſeize 
the crown. 


Here on this fide my hand, on that fide thine. 


* 


in twelve thouſand, none. 

God fave the King: will no man ſay, Amen, 
Am I both prieſt and clark ? well then, Ames. 
God fave the King, although I be not he: 
And yet Amen, if heay'n do think him me. 
To do what ſervice, &c. 


+——-—— on that ſide thine, 
Now is this golden crown like a deep weil, 
That owes two buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier ever dancing in the air, 
The ather down, unſeen and full of water; 
That bucket down, and full of tcars am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilſt you mount up on high, 
Bor1iNxG. I thought you had been willing to reſign. 
K. RI c H. My crown I am, but ſtill my griefs are mine: 
You may my glories, and my ſtate depoſe, 
But not my griefs; ſtill am I King of thoſe. 
BOLING. Part of your cares you give me with your crown, 
K. RI c H. Your cares ſet up, do not pluck my cares down. 
My cate, is loſs of care, by old care done; 
Your care, is gain of care, by new care won. 
The cares I give, I have, though given away; 
They tend the crown, yet (till with me they ſtay. 


20 
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Now, mark me how I will undo myſelf ; 
I give this heavy weight from off my head, 
And this unwieldy ſcepter from my hand, 
The pride of kingly ſway from out my heart, 
With mine own tears I waſh away my * balm, 
With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my ſacred ſtate, 
With mine own breath releaſe all dutious oaths : 
All pomp and majelty I do forſwear: 
My manors, rents, revenues, I forgo; 
My acts, decrees, and ſtatutes I deny: 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me, 
God keep all vows unbroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd that haſt all atchiev'd. þ 
What more remains ? | 

No R TH. No more; but that you read 
Theſe accuſations, and theſe grievous crimes 
Committed by your perſon, and your followers, 
Againſt the ſtate and profit of this land: 
That by confeſſing them, the ſouls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 

K. Rich, Mult I do ſo? and mult I ravel out 


BO LI NG. Are you contented to reſign the crown ? 

K. RIcH. Ino; no l, for I muſt nothing be: 
Therefore no no, for I reſign to thee, | 
Now, mark me, Cc. 

* blame 

F— that haſt all atchiev'd; 
Long may'(t thou live in Richard's ſeat to ſit, 
And ſoon lye Richard in an earthy pit. 
God fave King Henry, unking'd Richard ſays, 
And ſend him many years of ſun-ſhine days. 
What more, Cc. 
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My weav'd-up follies ? Oh Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo fair a troop, 
To read a lecture of them? if thou would'ſt, 
There ſhould'ſt thou find one heinous article, 
Containing the depoling of a King, 

And cracking the ſtrong warrant of an oath, 


Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heav'n. 


Nay, all of you, that ſtand and look upon me, 


Whilſt that my wretchedneſs doth bait myſelf, 
Though ſome of you with Pilate waſh your hands, 


Shewing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver'd me to my ſow'r croſs, 
And water cannot waſh away your ſin. 


Noa ru. My lord, diſpatch; read o'er theſe ar- 


ticles. 


K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears: I cannot ſee : 


And yet ſalt-water blinds them not ſo much, 

But they can ſee a ſort of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myſelf, 

I find myſelf a traitor with the reſt : 

For l have given here my ſoul's conſent, 

T' undeck the pompous body of a King; 

Made glory baſe ; a ſovereign, a ſlave ; 
Proud majeſty, a ſubje& : ſtate, a peaſant, 

Nor. My lord. 

K. Ri cu. No lord of thine, inſulting man; 
Nor no man's lord: I have no name, no title; 
No, not that name was giv'n me at the font, 
But tis uſurp'd. Alack the heavy day, 

That I have worn ſo many winters out, 

And know not now, what name to call myſelf, 
Oh, that I were a mockery king of ſnow, 
Standing before the ſun of Bolingbroke, 
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To melt myſelf away in water - drops.“ 

Ah if my word be ſterling yet in England, [To Boling. 

Let it command a mirror kither ſtreight, 

That it may ſhew me what a face I have, 

Since it is bankrupt of his Majeſty, 
BoL1nG, Go ſome of you and fetch a looking-glaſs. 
Nox TH. Read o'er this paper, while the glaſs doth 
| come, [to hell, 
K. Ri cn. Fiend, thou torment'ſt me, ere I come 
BoLixs.Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland. 
NokrTH. The commons will not then be ſatisfy'd. 
K. Rich. They ſhall be ſatisfy'd : I'll read enough, 

When I do ſee the very book indeed, ; 

Where all my fins are writ, and that's myſelf, 

Enter one with a glaſs. 

Give me that glaſs, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet ? hath forrow ſtruck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds ? oh flatt'ring glaſs, 

Like to my followers in proſperity, 

Thou doſt beguile me. Was this face, the face 

That every day under his houſhold roof 

Did keep ten thouſand men ? was this the face, 

That like the ſun did make beholders wink? F 

How ſoon my ſorrow hath deſtroy'd my face? 
Bol ix G. The ſhadow of your ſorrow hath deſtroy d 

The ſhadow of your face. 


—ͤ — — 


in water-drops. 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 
Ah if my, Cc. 

7 beholders wink? 

Is this the face, which fac'd ſo many follies, 

T hat was at laſt out fac'd by Bolingbroke? 

A brittle glory ſkineth in this face, 
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K.Ricn. Say that again. 
The ſhadow of my ſorrow | ha, let's ſee, 
"Tis very true, my grief lies all within, 
And theſe external manners of laments 
Are merely ſhadows to the unſeen grief, 
That ſwells with filence in the tortur'd ſoul. 
There lies the ſubſtance : and I thank thee, King, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ſt 
Me cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe. Il beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it? 

BoL1NG. Name it, fair couſin, 

K. Rich. Fair couſin! I am greater than a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects; being now a ſubject, 
I have a King here to my flatterer : 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg. 

| BoLIiNG, Yet aſk. 

K. Rich. And ſhall I have? 

BoLixG. You ſhall. | 

K. Ricu. Then give me leave to go. 

- BoLing. Whither ? [ſight. 
K. Rich, Whither you will, ſo I were from your 
Boring. Go ſome of you, convey him to the 

Tower.“ 


As brittle as the glory, is the face, 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred ſhivers. 
Mark, ſilent King, the moral of this ſport, 
How ſoon my ſorrow, Cc. 


* to the Tower. | 

K. RicH. Oh good; convey: conveyers are you all, 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true King's fall, 

BoLING, On Wedneſday, Cc. 


ht. 
Dur 
the 
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On Wedneſ'iay next we folemnly ſet down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourſelves, 
[Ex. all but Abbit, Biſhap of Carlisle and Aumerle, 


S C-E N E IAV. 


Asror. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 
Bis nor. The woe's to come; the chudren yet un- 
born 
Shall feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn, 
Aum, You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 
ABBOT. Before | freely ſpe:ik my mind herein, 
You ſhall not only take the ſacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 
I ſee your brows are full of diſcontent, 
Your hearts of ſorrow, and your eyes of tears, 
Come home with me to ſupper, and I'll lay 
A plot ſhall ſhew us all a merry day. [ Exeunt, 


a CTY, SCENE I 
Continues in London. 
Enter Queen and Ladies. 


QUEEN, 

T H1S way the King will come: this is the way 

| To Julius Caeſar's ill-erected tow'r, 
To whole fliat boſom, my condemned lord 
Is doom'd a priſoner, by proud Bolingbroke, 
Here let us reſt, if this rebellious earth 
Have any reſting for her true King's Queen. 

Enter King RiCHARD and Guards. 
But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 
My fair roſe wither; yet look up; behold, 
Vor. IV, L 
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That you in pity may diſſolve to dew, 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love tears, 
O thou the model where old Troy did ſtand, 
[ To K. Rich. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richard s tomb, 
And not King Richard ; thou molt beauteous inn, 
Why ſhould hard- favour'd grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When triumph is become an ale-houſe gueſt ? 

K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman. do not ſo, 
To make my end too ſudden : learn, good ſoul, 
To think our former ſtate a happy dream, 
From which awak d, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am {worn brother, ſweet, 
To grim Neceſſity; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hye thee to France, 
And cloilter thee in ſome religious houſe ; 
Our holy lives muſt win a new world's crown, 
Which our profane hours here have {tricken down, 

Quzzx. How, is my Richard both in ſhape and mind 
Transform'd and weak ? hath Bolingbroke depos'd 
Thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart? 
The lion dying thruſteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing elſe, with rage 
To be o'erpow'r'd : and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly, kiſs the rod, 
And fawn on rage with baſe humility, 
Which art a lion and a King of beaſts ? [ beaſts, 

K. Rich. A King of beaſts indeed; if ought but 
I had been ſtill a happy King of men. 
Good, +ſomtime Queen, prepare thee hence for France; 
Think I am dead, and that ev'n here thou tak'ſt, 
As from my death-bed, my laſt living leave, 
In winter's tedious nights ſit by the fire 

ſometime, for formerly. 
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With good old folks, and let them tell thes tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betide : 

And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And ſend the hearers weeping to their beds.“ 


CCS... 
Enter NORTHUMBERLAND. 


Nox TH. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is chang'd: 
You mult to Pomfret, not unto the Tower, 
And, Madam, there is order ta'en {or you: 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France, 

K. Ricn. Northumberland, thou ladder where- 
withal 

The mounting Bolingbroke aſcends my throne, 
The time {hall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul lin gath'ring head, 
Shall break into corruption ; thou ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all: 
And he ſhall think, that thou which know'ſt the way 
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne'er fo little urg'd, another way 
To pluck him headlong from th'uſurped throne, 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear; 
That fear to hate; and hate turns one, or both, 


To worthy danger, and deſerved death, ſend, 
Nox TH. My guilt be on my head, and there's an 
by to their beds. 


For why? the ſenſeleſs brands will ſympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And in compaſſion weep the fire out: 

And ſome will mourn in aſhes, ſome coal-black, 
For the depoſing of a rightful King. 
SCENE L 2 
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Take leave and part, for you mult part forthwith. 
K. Rich. Doubly divorc'd ? Bad men, ye violate 
A two-fold marriage; *twixt my crown and me: 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
Let me unkiſs the oath, 'twixt thee and me: 
[Tc the Deen, 
And yet not ſo, for with a kiſs 'twas made. 
Part us, Northumberland : 1, towards the North, 
Where ſhiv'ring cold and {ickne's pines the clime: 
My Queen to France; from whence, ſet forth in pomp, 
She came adorned hither like {ſweet May, 
Sent back like Hollowmas, or ſhorteſt day. 
Wirk And mult we be divided? muſt we part? 
Banith us both, and ſend the King with me. 
NORTH. That were ſome love, but little policy.“ 
N. Rich. Thus give 1 mine, and thus take I thy 


heart. [ They ifs. 
QUEEN, Give me mine own again; 'twere no good 
part, 


To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. XF again. 
So, now have mine own again, be gone, 


That 1 may ſtrive to kill it with a groan, 


— but little policy. 

QurEN. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

K Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe. 

Weep thou for me in France; I for thee here: 

Better far off; than near, be ne'er the ncar. 

Go, count thy way with ſighs, I mine with groans : 
QUEEN. So longeſt way ſhall have the longeſt moans. 
K.R1cH. Twice for one ſtep VII groan, the way being ſhort, 

And picce the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing ſorrow let's be brief, 

Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in grief: 

One kiſs ſhall ſtop our mouths, and dumbly part; 

Thus give 1 mine, Ce. 


ate 


EN, 


ſhort, 
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K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond 
delay : 
Once more adieu; the reſt let ſorrow ſay. [Exeunt, 


SCENE III 
Enter YORK and his Dutcheſs. 
Durcu. My lord, you told me you would tell 
the reſt, 
When weeping made you break the ſtory off, 


Of our two coutins coining into London. 


York, Where did | leave ? 

NvuTCH, At that ſad (top, my lord, 
Where rade mis-govern'd hands, from window tops, 
Threw dutt and rubbiſh on King Richard's head, 
Vox. Thenas Liad, the Duke, great Eolingbroke, 


Mounted upon a hot and hery ſtecd, 


Which his aſpiring rider ſcem d to know, 

Wich flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his courſe ? 

While all rongues cry'd, God fave thee, Bolingbroke, 

You would have thought the very windows ſpake, 

So many greedy looks of young and old 

ihrough caſements darted their defiring eyes 

Upon his viſage ; and that all the walls 

With painted imag'ry had ſaid at once, 

© Jeſu preferve thee, welcome Bolingbroke, 

Whillt he, from one fide to the other turning, 

Bare-headed, lower than his proud ſteed's neck, 

Beſpoke them thus; 1 thank you, count y-men z 
And thus ſtill doing, thus he paſt along. [while? 

Durcu. Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the 
York. * As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well-prac'd actor leaves the tage, 

Are idely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 


* 
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* Even ſo, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
Did ſcow le on Richard; no man cry'd, God ſave him; 
© No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home; 
gut duit was thrown upon his ſacred head, 

© Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhook off, 

© His face {till combating with tears and ſmiles, 

© The badges of his grief and patience 

© That had not God, for ſome ſtrong purpoſe, ſteel'd 
© The hearts of men, they mult perforce have melted, 
© And barbariſm itſelf have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in theſe events, 

To whole high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we ſworn ſubjects now, 

Whoſe {tate and honvur, I for aye allow. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter AUMERLE, 


Durcu. Here comes my fon Aumerle, 
York. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richard's friend. 
And, Madam, you mult cal! him Rutland now : 
I'am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting fealty in the new-made King. [now, 
Duren. Welcome my ſon; who are the Violets 
That ſtrew the green lap of the new-come ſpring ? 
Auu. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care: 
God knows 1 had as het.be none, as one. [time, 
York. Well, bear you well in this new ſpring of 
Leſt you be cropt before you come to prime, [umphs? 
What news from Oxford? hold thoſe juſts and tri- 
Avum, For ought I know, they do. 
York. You will be there, 
Aun, If God prevent me not, I purpoſe ſo. 
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Vox. What ſeal is that that hangs without thy 
_ boſom? - 
Yea, look'ſt thou pale? let me ſee the writing. 
Aun My lord, tis nothing, 
York. No matter then who ſees it. 

I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the writing. 

Aux. I do beſeech your grace to pardon me, 

It is a matter of ſmall conſequence, 

Which for ſome reaſons I would not have ſeen. 
York. Which for ſome rcaſons, Sir, I mean to ſee, 

I fear, I fear, 

DuTcn. What ſhould you fear, my lord? 

'Tis nothing but ſome bond he's enter'd into, 

For gay apparel, againſt the triumph. 

York. Bound to himſelf? whatdoth he with a bond 

That he is bound to? wife, thou art a fool. 

Boy, let me fee the writing. [ſhew it, 
AuM, I do beſcech you pardon me, I may not 
York, I will be ſatisfied, let me fee it, I ſay. 

[Sratches it, and reads. 

Treaſon ! foul treaſon ! villain, traitor, flave ! 
Durch. What's the matter, my lord? 

Yorx, Hoa, who's within there? ſaddle my horſe, 

Heav'n for his mercy i what treachery is here? 
DuTchn. Why, what is't, my lord ? 

Yorx Give me my boots, I ſay : ſaddle my horſe, 


' Now by my honour, by my life, my troth, 


Iwill appeach the villain. 
DuTcHh. What is the matter? 
Yorx, Peace, fooliſh woman. 
DuTca, I will not peace: what is the matter, ſon? 
Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no more 


Tuhan my poor life muſt anſwer, 


Duron. 1hy life anſwer. 


83 KING RICHARD I. v. 5. 
SCENE v. 


Ewmuter Servants wth J. 


Yor «. Bring me my boots, I will unto the King. 
Dvu1c4. Strike bim, Aumerle. (Poor boy, thou 
art amaz d.) 
Hence, villain, never more come in my fight. 
t [ Speatu:g do the Servant, 

Yor x. Give me my boots, 25 
Durcu. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thou not hide the treſpaſs of thine own ? 

Have we more ſons? or are we like to have? 

Is not my treming date drunk up with time? 

And wilt thou pluck my far fon from mine age, 

And rob me of a happy mother 's name? 

Is he not like thee ! is he not thine own ? 
York. Thou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conſpiracy? 

A dozen of them here have ta'en the ſacrament, 

And -interchangeably have it their hands, 

To kill the King at Oxford. 
DuTcCH. He thall be none: 

We'll! keep him here; then what is that to him? 
York. Away, fond woman: were he twenty times 

My ſon, 1 would appeach him. 
Durch. Hadit thou proan'd for him 

As 1 have done, thou'dit be more pitiful: 

But now I know thy mind; thou colt ſuſpect 

That I have been diſloyal to thy bed, 

And that he is a baſtard, not thy ſon : 

Sweet York, {weert huſband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Nor like to me, nor any of my kin, 

And yet I love him, 
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York, Make way, unruly woman, [ Exit, 
Durch. After, \umerle, mount thee upon his horſe, 

Spur poſt, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he do accuſe thee, 

I'll not be long behind; though I be old, 

1 doubt not but to ride as falt as York : 

And never will | rife up from the ground, 

Till Bolingbroke have pardon d thee. Away. [Exeunt, 


$SCEN-E- VI. 
Changes to Oxford. 


Enter BOLINGBROKE, Pc, and other Lords, 
BoLING. Can no man tell of my unthrifty ſor ? 
is full three months ſince 1 did ſee him lalt. 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he: 0 
would to heaven, my lords, he might be found, 
Enquire at London, mongſt the caverns there: 
For there, they ſay, he daily doth frequent, 
With unreſtrained looſe companions : 
Even ſuch, they ſay, as ſtand in narrow Janes, 
And rob our watch, and beat our paſſengers, 
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honour, to ſupport 
So diſſolute a crew. [Prince, 
Percy. My lord, ſome two days ſince I ſaw the 


And told him of theſe triumphs held at Oxford, 


BoLinG. And what ſaid the gallant ? 

Percy. His anſwer was; he would unto the ſtews, 
And from the common'ſt creature pluck a glove 
And wear it as a favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtieſt challenger. 

BoLiNG, As diſſolute as deſp'rate, yet through both 


I ſee ſome ſparks of hope; which elder days 
| M 


Vor. Iv. 
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May happily bring forth. But who comes here * 
: Erter AUMERLE. 

Aum, Whereis the King? 

Boring What means our coufin, that he ſtares 
And looks fo wildly ? [ Majeſty 

AuM, God lave your grace, I do beſeech your 
To have ſome conf rence with your grace alone. 

BOLINSG. Withdraw yourſelves, and leave us here 

alone, 

| What is the matter with our couſin now? 

Aun. For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

[ Kncels. 

My tonguecleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unleſs a pardon, ere | rife or ſpeak. 

BoLird. Intended or committed was this fault? 
If but the firſt, how heinous ere it be, 
To win thy after- love, I pardon thee. 

aux. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

Bol ix G. Have thy deſire. [YoRK within, 

York. My Liege beware, look to thyſelf, 
Thou halt a traitor in thy preſence there. 

BoLinG. Villain, I'll make thee fafe. 

Avum,. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no cauſe 

to fear. 

York. Open the door, ſecure fool-hardy King: 
Shall 1 for love ſpeak treaſon to thy face ? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter YORK. breath: 
Boring, What is the matter, uncle? ſpeak, take 
Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 
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York. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow. [know 
AuM, Remember as thou read'ſt, thy promiſe paſt: 
I do repent me, read not my name there, 
My heart is not confed'rate with my hand. 
York. Villain, it was, ere thy hand ſet it down, 
I tore it from the taitor's boſom, King, 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence ; 
Forget to pity him, leſt thy pity prove 
A ſerpent, that will ſting thee to the heart. 
BOLING, O heinous, ſtrong, and bold conſpiracy ! 
O loyal father of a treach'rous ſon ! 
Thou clear, immaculate, and ſilver fountain, 
From whence this ſtream, through muddy paſſages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himſelf. 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodneſs ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot, in thy digreſſing fon. 
York, So ſhall my virtue be his vice's bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine honour with his ſhame ; 
As thriftleſs ſons their ſcraping fathers gold. 
Mine honour lives, when his diſhonour dies: 
Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies: 
Thou kill it me in his life, giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
[Dutcheſs within, 
DuTC#H, What ho, wy Liege! for heav'ns ſake let 
me in. | [eager cry? 
BOLIxNG. What ſhrill-voic'd ſuppliant makes this 
Durch. A woman, and thine aunt, great King, 'tis J. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door, 
A beggar begs, that never begg d before.“ 


*——— begg'd before. 
M 2 
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BoLinG. My dang'rous couſin, let your mother in, 
1 know ſhe's come to pray for your foul fin. 
Yorx, If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More lins for his forgiveneſs proſper may ; 
This fetter d joint cut off, the reſt is ſound ; 
I his let alone, will all the reſt confound. 


SCENE Vl: 
Enter Dutcheſs. 


Durcu. O King, believe not this hard-hearted man; 
Love, loving not itſelf, none other can. [ here ? 

YoRrXx, | hou frantic woman, what doſt thou do 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 

DuTCH. sweet York be patient; hear me, gentle 


Liege. [ Kneels, 
BoLinG. Kiſe up, good aunt. 


DuTCH. Not yet, I thee beſeech; 
For ever will | knee] upon my knees, 
And never ſee day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give joy, until thou bid me joy, 
By pard'ning Rutland, my tranſgreſſing boy. 
aun. Unto my mother's prayers, I bend my knee. 
[ Kneels. 
York. Againſt them both, my true jointsbended be. 
[ Kneels. 
III may'ſt thou thrive, if thou grant any grace! 
DuTCH. Pleads he in earneſt ? look upon his face; 
His eyes drop no tears, his prayers are in jeſt; 


BoL1NG. Our ſcene is alter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the beggar, and the King: 
BO LIN OG. My dang'rous couſin, &c. 
* From the firſt edition, 
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His words come from his mouth, ours from our breaſt: 


He prays but faintly, and would be deny'd ; 
We pray with heart and foul and all beſide. 
His weary joints would gladly rife, I know ; 


Our knees thall kneel, nll to the ground they grow, 


His prayers are full of falſe hy pocriſie, 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity ; 
Our prayers do out-pray his, then let them crave 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 
BoLixG. Good aunt ſtand up. 
DuTCH. Nay, do not ſay ſtand up, 
But pardon fir{t, + ſay afterwards ſtand up. 
And if | were thy nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon ſhould be the ſirſt word of thy ſpeech, 
I never long d to hear a word till now: 
Say Pardon, King, let pity teach thee how.“ 
BoLixG. Good aunt ſtand up. 
DuTCH. I do not ſue to ſtand, 
Pardon is all the ſuit I have in hand. 


+ and. 
teach thee how. 
The word is ſhort, but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 
No word like pardon, for Kings mouths ſo meet. 
YoR x. Speak it in French, King, ſay Pardonnez moy. 
Dv TCH. Doſt thou teach pardon, pardon to deſtroy? 
Ah my ſow'r husband, my hard-hearted lord, 
That ſet'ſt the word itſelf, againſt the word. 
Speak pardon as tis current in our land, 
The chopping #rench we do not underſtand. 
Thine eye begins to ſpeak, ſet thy tongue there : 
Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine ear, 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, pardon to rchearſc. 
BoL1NG. Good aunt, Cc. 
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BoL1xG. I pardon him, as heav'n ſhall pardon-me, 
Doren. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee! 
Yet am I ſick for fear; ſpeak it again: 
Twice ſaying pardon, duth not pardon twain, 
But makes one pardon ſtrong. 
BoLI NG. With all my heart 
I pardon him 
Durcu. A God on earth thou art. [ abbot, 
Boris But for our truity brother-in-law, the 
With all the reſt of that conſorted crew, 
Deſtruction ſtreight thall dog them at the heels. 
Good uncle help to order ſeveral powers 
To Oxford, or where- e' er theſe traitors are. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Ex TON and a ſervant. 
Ex rox. Didſt thou not mark the King, what words 
he ſpake ? 
* Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear? 
Was it not ſo ? 
SERV. Thoſe were his very words, [twice, 
Ex rox. Have I no friend? quoth he; he ſpake it 
And urg'd it twice together; did he not? 
SERV. He did. 
Ex rox. And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly lopk'd on me, 
As who ſhall ſay, 1 would thou wert the man 
That would divoree this terror from my heart; 


1— traitors are. 
They ſhall not live within this world, I ſwear; 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle farewel, and couſin adieu; 
Your mother well hath. pray'd, and prove you true. 
Doren. Come my old ſon, I pray heav'n make thee new. 
SCENE, Cc. 


Me. 


bot, 
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Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, let's go: 
Jam the King's friend, and will rid his foe, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE.-X. 
A Priſon at Pomſret Caſile, 
Enter Ring RICHARD, 
I have been ſtudying, how to compare 
© This priſon where | live, unto the world; 
And, for becauſe the world is populous, 
© And here is not a creature but myſelf, 
I cannot doit, yet I'll hammer on't. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my ſoul, 
My ſoul, the father; and theſe two beget 
A generation of ſtill- breeding thoughts; 
© And theſe ſame thoughts people this little world; 
* In humour, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented, The better ſort, 
(As thoughts of things divine,) are intermixt 
With ſcruples, and do ſet the“ word itſelf again, 
Againſt the+ word, as thus; Come litile ones ; and then 
It i; as hard io come, as for a camel 


To thread the poſtern of a needle's eye. 


Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 


Unlikely wonders : how theſe vain weak nails 


May tear a paſſage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged priſon-walls : 


And for they cannot, die in their own pride. 


Thoughts tending to content, flatter themſelves, 


That they are not the firlt of fortune's ſlaves, 


© And ſhall not be the laſt. Like ſilly beggars, 
- © Who fitting in the ſtocks, refoſe their ſhame 
That many have, and others mult fit there; 
And in this thought, they find a kind of eaſe, 
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© Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of {uch as have before endur'd the like, 
© Thus play I in one priſon, many p-ople, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King, 
* Then treaſon makes me with myſelf a beggar, 
and ſol am. Then cruſhing penury 
© Perſuades me, I was better when a King; 
© Then am [| king d again; and by and by, 
Think that | am unking d by Bolingbroke, 
© And ſtreight am nothing: but what-e'er 1 am, 
© Nor [, nor any man, that but man 1s, 
with nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd 
With being nothing 
Ha, ha; keep time: how ſow'r ſweet muſic is 
When time 1s broke, and no proportion kept? 
So is it in the mulic of men's lives. 
And here have I the daintinefs of ear, 
To *check time broke in a diſorder d ſtring; 
But for the concord of my (tate and time, 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke: 
I waſted time, and now doth time walte me. 
For now hath time made me his numbring clock: 
My thoughts are minutes; and with ſighs they jar, 
Their watches to mine eyes, the outward watch; 
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 
Is pointing (till, in cleanſing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the ſounds that tell what hour it is, 
Are clamorous groans, that ſtrike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell; fo ſighs, and tears, and groans, 
Shew minutes, hours, and times O but my time 
Runs poſting on, in Bolingbroke's proud joy, 
While 1 ſtand fooling here, his jack o'th' clock, 
This muſic mads me, let it ſound no more; 

hear. 


Muſic do | hear ? | Mufec. 
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For though it have help'd mad men to their wits, 
In me it ſeems, it will make wiſe men mad. 

Yet bleſſing on his heart that gives it me, 

For 'tis a ſign of love; and love to Richard 

Is a ſtrange * brooch, in this all-hating world, 


SCENE Ti. 


| Enter Groom. 
Groom, Hail, royal Prince. 
W K. Ricu. What art? how com'ſt thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 
22 Groom. I was a poor groom of thy ſtable, King, 
When thou wert King; who travelling tow'rds York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my, + ſometime, maſter's face. 
O how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ſtreets, that coronation day ; 
When Bolingbroke rode on Roan Barbary, 
Thar horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid; 
That horſe, that I ſo carefully have dreſs'd. 
ö K. Ric u. Rode he on Barbary? tell me, gentle friend, 
jar, How went he under him? | 
\ : G ROOM. So proudly as he had diſdain'd the ground. 
K. Ric H. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back! 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand. 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 


d, 
ans, ; * Brooch, an old word ſignifying a jewel. 
ume F— royal Prince. 


K. Rich. Thanks, noble Peer. 
. Ihle cheapeſt of us, is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com'ſt, &c. 
t ſometime, for formerly. 
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Would he not ſtumble * would he not fall down, 
(Since pride mult have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did uſurp his back ? 
Forgiveneſs, horſe; why do I rail on thee, 

Since thou, created to be aw'd by man, 

Waſt born to bear? I was not made a horſe, 
And yet I bear a burthen like an aſs, 

Spur-gall'd, and tir d by jaunting 5 


SCENE XII. 
Enter Keeper with a diſh. 


KEEP, Fellow, give place; here is no longer ſtay. 
[ To the Groom. 
K. Rieu. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away. 
Groom What my tongue dares not, that my heart 
ſhall ſay. [ Exit. 
Keey. My lord, wil't pleaſe you to fall to? 
K. Rich. Taſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do, 
KER. My lord, | dare not; for Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who late came from the King. commands the contrary. 
K. Ri cu. Thedev'ltake Henry of Lancaſter, and thee. 
Patience is ſtale, and 1 am weary of it. ¶ Beats the Keeper, 
KEEP. Help, help, help. 
Enter Ex ron and ſervants, (aſſault? 
R. Ri cn. How now? what means death in this rude 
Wretch, thine own hand yields thy death's initru- 
ment; [Sratching a word. 
Go thou, and fill ann room in hell. [ Xils another. 
| [Exton ſtrikes him down. 
That hand ſhall burn in never-quenching fire, 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon : thy fierce hand 
Hath with the King's blood ſtain'd the King's own land. 
Mount, mount my ſoul, thy feat is up on high, 
Whullt my groſs fleſh ſinks downward, here to die. 
[ Dies. 
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Ex rox. As full of valour, as of royal blood, 
Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the deed were good! 
For now the devil that told me | did well, 

Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell, 
This dead King to the living King I'll bear; 
Take hence the reſt, and give them burial here. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE XIII. 
SCENE changes. 
Fhuriſh : Enter BoLinGBROXE, YORK, With other 
Lords and attendants. 
Bol ING. Kind uncle Vork, the lateſt news we hear, 


Ts that the rebels have conſum'd with fire 
Our town of Ciceſter in Glouceſterſhire ; 
But whether they be ta'en or ſlain, we hear not. 


Enter NORTHUMBERLAND. 


5 Welcome, my lord: what is the news ? [neſs ; 


Nox RH. Firſt to thy ſacred ſtate wiſh I all happi- 


The next neus is, I have to London ſent 

The heads of Sal'sbury, Spencer, Blunt and Kent: 
The manner of their taking may appear 

At large diſcourſed i in this paper here, 


[Preſenting a paper. 
BoL1xng, We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains, 


: | And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 


Enter FiTZWATER. [don 
Fitz w, My lord, I have from Oxford ſent to Lon- 


The heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seel y; 
Two of the dangerous conſorted traitors, 
That ſought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 


BoLixG, Thy pains, Firzwater, ſhall not be forgot, 


i Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 
4 Enter PERCY and the Biſhop of Carliile. ¶ſter, 
8 


PERCY, The grand conſpirator, Abbot of Weſtmin- 


: 
' 
: 
| 
: 
| 
' 


19 KING RICHARDIL v. 13: 


Hath yielded up his body to the grave: 

But here is Carliſle, living to abide 

Thy kingly doom, and ſentence of his pride, 
BoLiNxG, Carliſle, this is your doom: 

Chuſe out ſome ſecret place, ſome reverend room 

More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy life; 

So as thou liv'ſt in peace, die free from ſtrife. 

For though mine enemy thou haſt ever been, 

High ſparks of honour in thee I have ſeen, 

Enter ExXTON with a coffin, 

ExToN. Great King, within this coffin I preſent 

Thy bury'd fear, Herein all breathleſs lies 

The mightieſt of thy greateſt enemies, 

Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought, 
BoLinG. Exton I thank thee not, for thou haſt 

A deed of ſlaughter with thy fatal hand, [wrought 

Upon my head, and all this famous land. [deed, 
Ex Tow. From your own mouth, my lord, did I this 
BoL1nG, They love not poiſon, that do poiſon need; 

Nor do I thee, though I did wiſh him dead ; 

I hate the murth'rer, love him murthered. 

The guilt of conſcience take thou for thy labour, 

Bat neither my good word, nor princely favour. 

With Cain go wander through the ſhade of night, 

And never ſhew thy head by day, or light. 

Lords, I proteſt my ſoul is full of woe, 

That blood ſhould ſprinkle me, to make me grow, 

Come mourn with me for what I do lament, 

And put on ſullen black incontinent : 

I'll make a voyage to the Holy-land, 

To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March ſadly after, grace my mourning here, 


In weeping over this untimely bier. [Exeunt mne, 
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The FIRST PART of 


I. 


4A A 30H Þ bo 


_ | 


LONDON. 


| ner King HENRY, Lord Joux of Lancaſter, Ear! 
of WESTMORLAND, and others. 


King HENRY. 
O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in ſtronds afar remote. 
No more the thirſty entrance of this ſoil 
Shall * dawb her lips with her own children's blood: 
No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoſed eyes 
Which like the meteors of a troubled heav'n, 
All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock 
And furious cloſe of civil butchery, 
Shall now in mutual well- beſeeming ranks 
Miarch all one way, and be no more oppos'd 
= Againſt acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 
Ihe edge of war, like an ill-ſheathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his maſter. Therefore, friends, | 
As far as to the ſepulchre of Chriſt, 
1 * damp, 


6 The Firſt Part of © 


(Whoſe ſoldier now, under whoſe bleſſed croſs 2 

We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight) 4 

Forthwith a power of Engliſh ſhall we levy; 4 

Whoſe arms were moulded in their mother's womb, 

To chaſe theſe pagans, in thoſe holy fields © 

Over whoſe acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feet | 

Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd f 

For our advantage on the bitter Croſs. : 

But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonth old, : 

And bootleſs 'tis to tell you we will go: 

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear, 

Of you my gentle couſin Weſtmorland, | 

What yeſternight our council did decree, 1 

In forwarding this dear ex pedience. | 
WkEsr. My liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, 

And many limits of the charge ſet down 

But yeſternight : when all athwart there came 

A polt from Wales, loaden with heavy news; 

Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight 

Apainſt th'irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welſhman taken; 

A thouſand of his people butchered, 

Upon whoſe dead corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 

| Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 

en By thoſe Welſhwomen done, as may not be 

| Without much ſhame, ® re-told or ſpoken of. 3 

| K. Hensv, It ſeems then, that the tidings of this Þ 

| broil 

Brake off our buſineſs for the lioly land. | 
WEST. This, matcht with other like, my gracious 

lord; 
Far more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the North, and thus it did + import. 
* betol). + report. 
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| At Holmedon ſpent a ſad and bloody hour. 
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On hohy- rood day, the gallant Hot-ſpur there 


I” 


3 


Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 


As by diſcharge of their artillery 

And ſhape of likelihood, the news was told; 

For he that brought it, in the very heat 

And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 

Uncertain of the iſſue any way. [ friend, 
K. HEN RV. Here is a dear and true induſtrious 


Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation ofeach foil, 


Betwixt that Holmedon, and this ſeat of ours : 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome news. 


The earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited, 


Tien thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty knights 
2 Balk'd in their own blood did Sir Walter fee 


On Holmedon's plains. Of priſoners, Hot-ſpur took 
Mordake the earl of Fife, and eldeſt ſon 
To beaten Dowglas, and the earls of Athol, 


Of Murry, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an honourable ſpoil ? 
2 Agallant prize? ha, couſin, is it not? 


WES r. In faith, a conqueſt for a prince to boaſt of. 
K. HENRV. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me fad, and 
mak'ſt me fin, 


: In envy, that my lord Northumberland 


1 Should be the father of ſo bleſt a ſon: 


3 4A ſon, who is the theam of honour's tongue: 


Amonglt a grove, the very ſtreighteſt plant, 
Who is ſweet fortune's minion, and her pride: 
Whilſt I by looking on the praiſe of him, 


dee riot and diſhonour ſtain the brow 


Of my young Harry. O could it be prov d, 
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That ſome night-tripping fairy had exchang'd 
In cradle cloaths, our children where they lay, | 
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet; 4 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. | 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you coulin, | ; 
Of this young Percy's pride? the priſoners = 
Which he in this adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 
To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word 
I ſhall have none but Mordake carl of Fife. [ ceſter, 
WEsSTr. This is bis uncle's teaching, this is Wor- 
Malevolent to you in all aſpects; | 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle vp i 
The creſt of youth againſt your dignity. a 
K. HENRY. But I have ſeat for him to anſwer this; 
And for this cauſe a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy purpoſe to Jeruſalem. 
Couſin, on Wedneſday next, our council we 
Will hold at Windſor, ſo inform the lords: 
But come yourſelf with ſpeed to us again; 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 
WEs r. I Vill, my liege. CExeunt, 


; 


. ” 
+a oi - * 2 3 2 1 
I * 


SE ENE II. 
Euter HENRY Prince of Wales, and Sir JouN 
FALSTAFF, 

Far. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. HENRY. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking 
old ſack, and unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and ſleep- 
ing upon benches in the afternoon, that thou haſt for- 
gotten to demand that truly, which thou wouldſt truly 
know. What a devil haſt thou to do with the time 
of the day? unleſs hours were cups of ſack, and mi- 
nutes capons, and clocks the tongues of bawds, and 
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dials the ſigns of leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed ſun 
himſelf a fair hot wench in flame-colour'd taffata. I 
ſee no reaſon why thou ſhould'ſt be ſo ſuperfluous, to 
demand the time of the day. 

FAL. Indeed you come near me now, Hal, For we 
that take purſes, go by the moon and ſeven ſtars, and 
not by Phoebus, he, that wandring knight ſo fair. And 
I pray thee, ſweet wag, when thou art king——as God 
fave thy grace, (majeſty I ſhould ſay, for grace thou 
wilt have none.)—— 

P. HEnRy, What! none? 

Fal. No, by my trotb, not ſo much as will ſerve 
to be prologue to an egg and butter, | 

P. HE N RV. Well, how then? come roundly, round- 
ly. | 

FAL. Marry then, ſweet wag, when thou art king, 
let not us that are ſquires of the night's body, be call'd 
thieves of the day's beauty. Let us be Diana's fore- 
ſters, gentlemen of the ſhade, minions of the moon; 
and let men ſay, we be men of good government, be- 
ing governed as the ſea is, by our noble and chaſt mi- 
ltreſs the moon, under whole countenance we 


P. HENRY. Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well too; 
tor the fortune of us that are the moon's men, doth ebb 
and flow like the ſea, being govern'd as the ſea is, by 
the moon. As for proof, now: a purſe of gold moſt 
reſolutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diſſo- 


1 lutely ſpent on Tueſday morning; got with ſwearing, 


* lay by; and ſpent with crying, bring in: now in as 
low an ebb as the foot of the ladder; and by and by in 
as high a flow as the + ridge of the gallows. 

* laid by, + tide, 


VOL. IV. B 
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Far, By the lord thou ſay'ſt true, lad: and is not 
mine hoſteſs of the tavern a moſt ſweet wench ? 

P. HexRy. As the honey of Hibla, my old lad of 
the caſtle; and is not a buff- jerkin a molt ſweet robe of 
durance ? . 

Far. How now, how now mad wag, what, in thy 
quips and-thy quiddities ? what a plague have I to do 
with a buff-jerkin ? 

P. HENRY, Why, what a pox have I to do with 
my hoſteſs of the tavern ? 

Far. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning ma- 
ny a time and oft. 

P. HENRY. Did Jever call thee to pay thy part? 

FAL. No, I'll give thee thy due, thou haſt paid al! 
there, | 

P. Hexry. Yea and elſewhere, ſo far as my coin 
would ſtretch, and where it would not 1 have us'd my 
credit. 

Far. Vea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here ap- 
parent, that thou art heir apparent But I pr'ythee 
ſweet wag, ſhall there be gallows ſtanding in England 
when thou art king? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it 
is, with the ruſty curb of old father antick, the law ? do 
not thou when thou art a king, hang a thief, 

P. HENRY. No; thou ſhalt. 

Far. Shall I? O rare! I'll be a brave judge. 

P. Henry. Thou judgelt falſe already: I mean 
thou ſhalt have the hanging of thieves, and ſo become a 
rare hangman. 

Far. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome fort it jumps 
with my humour, as well as waiting in the court, I can 
tell you. 


P. HENRY. For obtaining of ſuits ? 


Far. Yea, for obtaining of ſuits, whereof the hang 
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man hath no lean wardrobe. Sblood I am as melan- 
choly as a gib-cat, or a lugg'd bear. 

P. HENRY. Or an old lion, or alover's Jute. 

Fa L. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnſhire bagpipe. 

P. HENRY, What ſay'ſt thou to a hare, or the me- 
lancholy of moor-ditch ? 

Far. Thou halt the moſt unſavoury ſimilies, and 
art indeed the molt comparative, raſcalleſt, ſweet young 
prince But Hal, I pry'thee trouble me no more 
with vanity; I would to God thou and I knew where 
a commodity of good names were to be bought: an 
old lord of the council rated me the other day in the 
ſtreet about you, Sir; but I mark'd him not, and yet 


he talk'd very wiſely, and in the ſtreet too, 


P. HENRVY. * Thou didſt well, for wiſdom cries 
out in the ſtreet, and no man regards it. 

FAL. O, thou haſt damnable iteration, and art in- 
deed able to corrupt a ſaint. Thou haſt done much 
harm unto me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before 
I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing, and now I am, if 
a man ſhould ſpeak truly, little better than one of the 
wicked. I muſt give over this life, and I will give it - 
over by the lord; an I do not, I am a villain. I'll be 
damn'd for never a king's ſon in chriſtendom. 

P. HEXRY. Where ſhall we take a purſe to-morrow, 
Jack ? 

FAL. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; an I do 
not, call me villain, and bafile me. 

P. HENRY. I ſee a good amendment of life in thee, 
from praying to purſe- taking. 

Fal. Why Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal. Tis no 
in for a man to labour in his vocation. 


Thou didſt well, for no man regards it, 


B 2 
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TCENE MM 
Enter Pois. 


Poixs. Now ſhall we know if Gads-hill have ſet a 
match. O, if men were to be ſaved by merit, what 
hole in hell were hot enough for him ? this is the molt 
omnipotent villain, that ever cry'd, ſtand, to a true 
man, 

P. HEN RV. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poixs. Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays mon- 
ſieur remorſe? what ſays Sir John ſack and ſugar? 
Jack! how agree the devil and thou about thy ſoul, 
that thou ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a cup of 
Madera, and a cold capon's leg ? 

P. HENRY. Sir John ſtands to his word, the devil 


r * 


ſhall have his bargain, for he was never yet a breaker f 


of proverbs; He will give the devil his due. 

Poixs. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy 
word with the devil. | h 

P. HENRY. Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening 
the devil. | 

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morn- 
ing, by four o'clock early at Gads-hill; there are pil- 
grims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and 
traders riding to London with fat purſes. Thave vi- 
zards for you all; you have horſes for yourſelves: 
Gads-hill lies to-night in Rocheſter, J have beſpoke 
ſupper to-morrow in Eaſt-cheap; we may do it as ſe- 
cure as ſleep: if you will go, I will ſtuff your purſes 
full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home and be 
hang'd, 

Far, Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at home, and go 
not, I'll hang you for going. 

Poixs, You will, chops? 
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Far. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

P. HENRY, Who, Irob? I a thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

Far. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good 


| fellowſhip in thee; thou cam'ſt not of the blood-royal, 


Cad foe omen Ads I 


3 
3 


7 all! 


thou dar'ſt not cry, ſtand, for ten ſhillings, 

P. HENRY. Well then, once in my days I'll be a 
mad- cap. 

Far, Why, that's well ſaid. 

P. HER V. Well, come what will, III tarry at 
home. 

FL. By the lord I'll be a traitor then, when thou 
art king, 

P. HENRY. I care not. 

Poixs. Sir John, I pr'ythee leave the prince and 
me alone, I will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this 
adventure, that he ſhall go, 

Far. Well, may'it thou have the ſpirit of perſua- 
ſion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thou 
ſpeak'ſt may move, and what he hears may be believ'd; 


that the true prince may, for recreation ſake, prove 


1 falſe thief; for the poor abuſes of the time want coun- 
tenance, Farewel, you ſhall find me in Eaſt-cheap. 

P. HENRY. Farewel * thou latter ſpring. Farewel 
allown ſummer. [Exit Far. 
Poixs, Now, my good ſweet hony lord, ride with 


us to-morrow, I have a jeſt to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone. Falſtaff, Harvey, Roſſil, and Gads-hill, 


inall rob thoſe men that we have already way-laid; 


your ſelf and I will not be there; and when they have 


/ be booty, if you and I Co not rob hem, cut this head 


rom my ſhoulders, 


the. 
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P. HENRY. But how ſhall we part with them in | 
ſetting forth ? 

poixs. Why, we will ſet forth before or aſter them, 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at 
our pleaſure to fail; and then will they adventure upon | 
the exploit themſelves, which they ſhall have no ſoonc: | 
atchiev'd, but we'll ſet upon them. 

P. HENRY. Ay but 'tis like they will know us by 
our horſes, by our habits, and by every other appoint- | 2 | 
ment, to be ourſelves. . 

Po ixs. Tut, our horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'll ty: 
them in the wood; our vizards we will change aftc: 
| we leave them; and ſirrah, I have caſes of buckram for 

the nonce, to immask our noted outward garments. 
l! P. HENRY. But I doubt they will be too hard for 3: 
1 Meg ol 
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Poixs. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
1 as true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the 
il third, if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, III for- 
| ſwear arms. The virtue of this jeſt will be, the incom- 
| | prehenſible lies that this ſame fat rogue will tell vs 
10005 when we meet at ſupper; how thirty at leaſt he fought , 
| with, what“ wards, what blows, what extremities he. 
endured; and in the reproof of this, Jies the jeſt. 
100008 P. HENRY. Well, I'll go with thee; provide u- 
i all things neceſſary, and meet me to-morrow nightin 
| Eaſt-cheap, there I'll ſup. Farewel. 

Poixs. Farewel, my lord. [Exit Polxs. 

P. HENRY. Iknow you all, and will a while uphol! 
The unyok'd humour of your idleneſs; 
Yet herein will I imitate the ſun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagious clouds 
To ſmother up his beauty from the world ; 
ll | | * words, 8 : 
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That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly milts 


ts 


Of yapours, that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 


j 


* 


If all the year were playing holidays, 


To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſthe-for come, 


And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 


so when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promiſed ; 

By how much better than my word I am, 
By ſo much ſhall I falſiſie men's hopes; 
And, like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 
My reformation glittering o'er my fault 


Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no * foil to ſet it off. 

I'll ſo offend, to make offence a skill, 

2 Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I will. Exit. 


S GENE V. 


2 Enter King HE NN, NOR THUMBERLAND, Won- 


CESTER, Hor-s ru, Sir WALTER BLUNT, . 
| and others, | 
K. Hexry, My blood hath been too cold and 
temperate, 


2 Vnapt to ſtir at theſe indignities; 


And you have found me; for accordingly 


f You tread upon my patience: but be ſure, 
I will from henceforth rather be myſelf, 


Nighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition, 
Which hath been ſmooth as oyl, ſoft as young down, 


And therefore loſt that title of reſpect, 


Which the proud foul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 
* ſoil, 
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Wor. Our houſe, my ſoveraign liege, little deſeryc. 7 
The ſcourge of greatneſs to be uſed on it, * 
And that ſame greatneſs too, which our own hand: 
Have help'd to make ſo portly. 

Nox TH. My good lord 

K. HEN. Worceſter get thee gone, for I do ſce 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye. 

O Sir, your preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And majeſty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a ſervant brow. 
You have good leaye to leave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 

[Exit Worceſter. 
You were about to ſpeak. [To Northumberland. 

NoR TH. Yes, my good lord. 
Thoſe priſoners in your highneſs' name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. 
* Or envy therefore, or miſpriſion, 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my fon. 

Hor. My liege, I did deny no priſoners. 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extream toil, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my ſword ; 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd: 
© Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin new-reap'd 
© Shew'd like a ſtubble land at harveſt home. 
© He was perfumed like a milliner, 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb, he held 
A pouncet box, which ever and anon 
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* Whoever through envy or miſpriſion 
Vas guilty of this fault, 'twas not my fon, 
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© He gave his noſe: and ſtill he ſmil'd and talk' d; 
© And as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 


* * © Hecall'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 


© To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome coarſe 


> © Betwixt the wind , and his nobility. 
I do ſee Ft 


© With many holiday and lady terms 

* Hequeſtion'd me: amongſt the reſt, demanded 
My priſoners, in your majeſty's behalf. 

J, then all-ſmarting with my wounds being cold, 
© To be ſo peſter'd with a popinjay, 


Out of my grief, and my impatience, 

* © Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 

2 © He ſhould or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
2 © To ſee him ſhine fo brisk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 


And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, 


, Of guns, and drums, and wounds; (God fave the 


mark!) 


1 And telling me, the ſoveraign'ſt thing on earth 
Was parmacity, for an inward bruiſe; 
And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 


5 This villainous ſalt- petre ſhould be digg'd 


Out of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 


| 1 * Which many a good, tall fellow had deſtroy'd 


So cowardly: and but for theſe vile guns, 
Ale would himſelf have been a ſoldier. 
This bald, unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
2 Ianſwer'd indirectly, as I ſaid; 

And ] beſeech you, let not this report 


Come currant for an accuſation, 


| Betwixt my love and your high majeſty. 


BLuxT, The circumſtance conſider'd, good my lord, 


f————noſe, and took't away again; 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in ſnuff, —— — And ſtill he ſmil'd, Cc. 
Vor. IV. 1 
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Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid, 


To ſuch a perſon, and in ſuch a place, U 
At ſuch a time, with all the reſt retold, * 
May reaſonably die and never riſe R 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach A 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. B 
K. Hexry, Why yet he doth deny his priſoners, N 
But with proviſo and exception, G 
That we at our own charge ſhall ranſom ſtrait N 
His brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer, N 
Who, on my ſoul, hath wilfully betray'd l 
The lives of thoſe, that he did lead to fight, 
Againſt the great magician, damn'd Glendower; 
Whoſe daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March H 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then 1 
Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home? a 
| Shall we buy treaſon ? and * indent with fears, Al 
| When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ? La 
No; on the barren mountains let him ſtarve; Se 
For I ſhall never hold that man my friend, on 
Whoſe tongue ſhall ask me for one penny coſt 2 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. * 
Hor. Revolted Mortimer? 0 
Fe never did fall off, my ſoveraign liege, 
But by the chance of war; to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue, for all thoſe wounds, I 
Thoſe mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 4 
When on the gentle Severn's ſedgie bank, No: 
In ſingle oppolition hand to hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour 1 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower: e 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they 
drink, ve 
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Upon agreement, of ſwift Severn's flood; 
Who then affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid his criſp'd head in the hollow bank, 
Blood- ſtained with theſe valiant combatants. 
Never did baſe and rotten policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds; 
Nor ever could the noble Mortimer 
Receive ſo many, and all willingly. 
Then let him not be ſlander'd with revolt. 

K. HENRY. Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou be- 

lieſt him; 
He never did encounter with Glendower; 
He durſt as well have met the devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower ſor an enemy. 
Art not aſham'd? but ſirrah, from this hour 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer, 
Send me your priſoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe you. Lord Northumberland, 
We licence your departure with your ſon. 
Send us your priſoners, or you'll hear of it. 
[Exit K. Henry. 

Hor. And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not ſend them. I will after ſtrait, 
And tell him ſo; for I will eaſe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

Nox ru. What, drunk with choler? ſtay and pauſe 

a while, 
Here comes your uncle, 
Enter WORCESTER, 

Hor. Speak of Mortimer? 
Yes I will ſpeak of him, and let my foul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him. 
C 2 
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In his behalf, I'll empty all theſe veins, 
And ſhed my dear blood drop by drop in duſt, 
But Iwill lift the downfalPn Mortimer 

As high i'th' air as this unthankful king, | 
As this ingrate and cankred Bolingbroke. | 

NoR TH. Brother, the King hath made your nephoy | 

mad, [To Worceſter, | 

Wok. Who ſtrook this heat up after I was gone? 

Hor. He will, forſooth, have all my priſoners: 
And when I urg'd the ranſom once again 
Of my wiſe's brother, then his cheek look'd pale, 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trembling ev'n at the name of Mortimer. 

Wo. I cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd, 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

NorTH. He was: I heard the proclamation ; 

And then it was, when the unhappy king 

(Whoſe wrongs in us, God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his Iriſh expedition; 

From whence he intercepted did return 

To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. [mouth 

Wok. And for whoſe death, we in the world's wid: 
Live ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. 

Ho r. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richard ther 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer 
Heir to the crown? 

Nokru. He did; myſelf did hear it. 

Ho r. Nay, then I cannot blame his couſin king, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren mountains ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you that ſet the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man, 

And for his ſake wear the deteſted blot 
Of murd'rous & ſubornation ? ſhall it be, 
* ſubordinations, 
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That you a world of curſes undergo, 


Being the agents or baſe ſecond means, 


The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 
O pardon me, that I deſcend ſo low, 
To ſhew the line and the predicament 
* Wherein you range under the ſubtle king. 
Shall it for ſhame be ſpoken in theſe days, 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your nobility and power 
3 Ingag'd them both in an unjuſt behalf; 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done,) 
Io put down Richard, that ſweet lovely role, 
And plant this thorn, this canker Bolingbroke ? 
And ſhall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhook off 
By him, for whom theſe ſhames ye underwent ? 


No; yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 


2 Your baniſh'd honours, and reſtore yourſelves 


Into the good thoughts of the world again. 


Revenge the jeering and difdain'd contempt 
Of this proud king, who ſtudies day and night 


To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you, 


3 Ev'n with the bloody payments of your deaths : 
Therefore I ſay — 


Wor, Peace, couſin, ſay no more. 


And now Iwill unclaſp a ſecret book, 

And to your quick + conceiving diſcontents, 
ll read you matter, deep and dangerous, 
As full of peril and advent'rous ſpirit, 

As to o'er- walk a current roaring loud, 


On the unſteadfaſt footing of a ſpear. 


Hor. If he fall in, good night, or fink or ſu im 


Send danger from the eaſt unto the welt, 
I Conveying, 
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So honour croſs it from the north to ſouth ; 
And let them grapple. O! the blood more ſtirs 
To rouze a lion, than to ſtart a hare, 

Nox ru. Imagination of ſome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience, 

Hor. By heav'n, methinks it were an eaſie leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale- fac'd moon 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fadom- line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks: 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without co-rival, all her dignities. 

But out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 

Good coulin give me audience for 2 while, 

Hor. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thoſe ſame noble Scots 
That are your priſoners 

Hor. I'll keep them all. 

By heav'n, he ſhall not have a Scot of them: 
No, if a Scot would fave his ſoul, he ſhall not, 
I'll keep them, by this hand. 

Won. You ſtart away, 

And lend no ear unto my purpoſes, 
Thoſe priſoners you ſhall keep. 

Hor. I will; that's flat: 

He ſaid he would not ranſom Mortimer: 
Forbad my tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 
But I will find him when he lyes aſleep, 
And in his ear I'll holla, Mortimer! 

Nay, I will have a ſtarling taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and pive it him, 
To keep his anger {till in motion. 
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Wos. Hear you, couſin: a word, 
| Hor. All ſtudies here I ſolemnly defie, 
Fave how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke: 
nd that ſame ſword-and-buckler-Prince of Wales, 
| = that T think his father loves him not, 
And would be glad he met with ſome miſchance,) 
ap, | I q have him poiſon'd with a pot of ale. | 
: Wok, Farewel, my kinſman; I will talk to you 
When you are better temper'd to attend. {fool 
Fox Th, Why what a waſp-tongu'd and impatient 
Part thou, to break into this woman's mood, 
"Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 
Hor. Why look you, I am whipt and ſcourg'd 
| with rods, 
. Nettled, and ſtung with piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician Bolingbroke: 
In Richard's time what do ye call the place: * 
\ plague upon't——it is in Glo'ſterſhire 
7 Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept 
His uncle York——where I firſt bow'd my knee 
» ZVnto this king of ſmiles, this Bolingbroke : 
Muhen you and he came back from Ravenſpurg. 
Nor. At Barkley caſtle. 
Hor. You fay true: 
hy what a deal of“ candied courteſie 
3 This fawning greyhound then did proffer me! 
Look, when his 7% nt fortune came to age, 
And gentle Harry Percy — and kind couſin 
The devil take ſuch cozeners—God forgive me 
3 Good uncle tell your tale, for I have done. 
Wosz. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 
We'll ſtay your leiſure, 


* gaudy, 
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Hor. I have done, i'faith. AM To 
Wor. Then once more to your Scottiſh priſoners, | #F | 
Deliver them without their ranſom ſtrait, 4 
And make the Dowglas' ſon your only mean 3 Th 
For pow'rs in Scotland; which for divers reaſons * wi 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſur'd Irn 
Will eaſily be granted you, my lord. 1 
Vour ſon in Scotland being thus employ'd, IA. 
Shall ſecretly into the boſom creep 6 To 
Of that ſame noble prelate, well belov'd, WI 


Th' arch-biſhop. 13 
Hor. York, is't not? $ 
Wor. True, who bears hard 3 

His brother's death at Briſtol, the lord Scroop. S Til 

I ſpeak not this in eſtimation, : 

As what I think might be, but what I know 

Is ruminated, plotted and (et down, 

And only ſtays but to behold the face 

Of that occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 

Hor. I ſmell it: on my life it will do well. 
NokTH. Before the game's a-foot, thou till le- 


ſlip. | 

Hor. It cannot chuſe but be a noble plot, f E 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York 

Jo join with Mortimer; ha! and 


Won. So they ſhall. | = 
Ho r. In faith it is exceedingly well aim'd. = 
Wor. And 'tis no little reaſon bids us ſpeed feu 
To ſave our heads, by raiſing of a head: 3 
For bear ourſelves as even as we can, 
The king will always think him in our debt, 
And think we deem ourſelves unfatisfy'd 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home, 
And ſee already, how he doth begin 
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To make us ſtrangers to his looks of love, 
ners. FY Hor. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him, 
| Wor, Couſin, farewel. No further go in this 
Than [by letters ſhall direct your courſe; 
3 When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
I'll ſteal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our pow'rs at once, 
(As will faſhion it) ſhall happily meet, 
* To bear our fortunes in our own ſtrong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty, 
No&TH. Farewel, good brother; we ſhall thrive, 
I truſt. 
. Hor, Uncle, adieu: O let the hours be ſhort 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our ſport. 


[ Exeunt, 
ACT 11. SUENE-L 
{nt INNE. 
ler ; Enter à Carrier with a lanthorn in hi; hand. 
| 1 CARRIER, 


EIGH ho, an't be not four by the day I'll be 
hang'd. Charles' wain is over the new chimney, 
and yet our horſe not packt. What, oſtler? 

: Os r. Anon, anon. 
ICax. I pr'ythee Tom, beat Cutts' ſaddle, put a 
fe flocks in the point: the poor jade is wrung in the 
withers, out of all ceſs, 
| Enter another Carrier. 
2 CAR. Peaſe and beans are as *dank here as a dog, 
and that is the next way to give poor jades the bots 


* dank, i. e. wet and rotten. 


Vor. IV. D 
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this houſe is turn'd upſide down, ſince Robin Oſtler 
dy'd. 

1 CaR. Poor fellow never joy'd ſince the price of 
_ oats roſe, it was the death of him. 

2 Ca. I think this be the moſt villanous houſe in 
all London road for fleas: I am ſtung like a tench. 

1Cak. Like a tench? by th' maſs there's ne'er a 
king in chriſtendom could be better bit, than I have 
been ſince the firſt cock. 

2 Car, Why, they will allow us ne'er a jourden, 
and then we leak in your chimney: and your cham- 
berlie breeds fleas like aloach. 

1 Cas. What, oſtler, come away, and be hang'd, 
come away. 

2 Cas. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes 
of ginger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-Croſs. 

1 Cas. Odsbody, the turkies in my panniers are 
quite {tary'd. What oſtler? a plague on thee; haſt 
thou never an eye in thy head? canſt not bear ? an 
*twere not as good a deed as drink, to break the pate 
of thee, I am a very villain, Come and be hang'd, haſt 
no faith in thee ? 

Enter GADS*HILL, 

GAS. Good-morrow, carriers. What's a clock? 

Ca. I think it be two a clock. 

Gaps. Ipr'ythee lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my 
gelding in the ſtable, 

1 Ca, Nay, ſoft I pray ye, I know a trick worth 
two of that ''faith. 

Gas. Ipr'ythee lend me thine. 

2Car. Ay, when? canſt tell? lend me thy lanthorn, 
quoth a! marry T'll ſee thee hang d firſt, 

Gans, Sirrah, carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London? 
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e CAR. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee, Come neighbour Mugges, we'll call up 
the gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 
have great charge. [Ex, Carriers. 


SCENE II. 


Enter CHAMBERLAIN. 

Gans. What ho, chamberlain ? 

CuAMR. At hand, quoth pick-purſe. 

Gaps. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the 
chamberlain; for thou varieſt no more from picking 
of purſes, than giving direction doth from labouring. 
Thou lay'ſt the plot how. 

CHams. Good - morrow maſter Gads-hill, it holds 
currant that I told you yeſternight. There's a franklin 
in the wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred marks 
with him in gold; 1 heard him tell it to one of his 
company laſt night at ſupper; a kind of auditor, one 
that hath abundance of charge too, God knows what : 
they are up already, and call for eggs and butter. They 
will away preſently. 

G ads. Sirrah, if they meet not with * St. Nicholas. 
clarks, 1'll give thee this neck. 

CHAMB. No, I'll none of it: I pr'ythee keep that 
for the hangman, for I know thou worſhipp'ſt St. Ni- 
cholas as truly as a man of falſhood may. 

Gans, What talk'ſt thou to me of the hangman ? if 
J hang, I'll make a fat pair of Gallows, For if I hang, 
old Sir John hangs with me, and thou know'ſt he's no 
ſtarveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that thou 
dream'ſt not of, the which, for ſport-ſake, are content 
to do the profeſſion ſome grace; that would, if matters 


A cant word for the devil, Old Nick, 
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ſhould be look'd into, for their own credit ſake, make 
all whole, I am join'd with no foot-land-rakers, no 
long- ſtaff- ſix- pen ny- ſtrikers, none of thoſe mad muſ- 
tachio- pur ple-hu'd-malt- worms; but with nobility and 
tranquility; burgomaſters, and great Þ one-eyers, ſuch 
as can hold in, ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak ; 
and (peak ſooner than drink; and drink ſooner than 
pray; and yet I lye, for they pray continually unto 
their ſaint the common-wealth; or rather, not pray to 
her, but prey on her; for they ride up and down on 
her, and make her their boots. 

CHAMB, What, the common-wealth their boots? 
will ſhe hold out water in foul way ? 


Gabs. She will, ſhe will; juſtice hath liquor'd her. | 
We ſteal, as in acaſtle, cock-ſure; we have the receipt | 


of fern-ſeed, we walk invilible. 


CHAMB. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden | 
to the night, than the fern-ſeed, for your walking in- 


vilible. 


Gaps. Give me thy hand: thou ſhalt have a ſhare in 


our purchaſe, as I am a true man, 
Cu AMB. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a 
falſe thief. 


GDs. Go to, homo is a common name to all men. 


Bid the oftler bring my gelding out of the (table. Fare- 


wel, ye muddy knave. [ Exeunt, 


$CEMNE IH. 
The Highway, 
Enter Prince HENRY, Poins and PE TO. 


Porixns. Come, ſhelter, ſhelter; I have removed 
Falſtaff's horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd velvet. 


+ Perhaps, Oneraires, truflees or commiſſioners, Or curning men 


that look ſharp, and aim well, Metaph. 


ved 


g me 


3 


Kins HENRY IV. II. 3. 
p. HENRY. Stand cloſe. 


Enter FALSTAFF. 


FAL. Poins, Poins, and be hang'd, Poins ! 

P. HEXRV. Peace, ye fat-kidney'd raſcal, what a 
bawling doſt thou keep ? 

FAL. What, Poins? Hal. 

P. HENRY. He is walk'd up to the top of the hill, 


' 11] go ſeek him. 


Far. I am accurſt to rob in that thief's company: 


| 2 theraſcal hath remov'd my horſe, and ty'd him I know 
not where, If I travel but four foot by the ſquare far- 
' 2 therafoor, I ſhall break my wind. Well, I doubt not 


but to die a fair death for all this, if I ſcape hanging for 
killing that rogue. Ihave forſworn his company hour- 
© ly any time this two and twenty year, and yet I am be- 


witch'd with the rogue's company. If the raſcal have 


not given me medicines to make me love him, I'll be 


7 hang'd, it could not be elſe; I have drunk medicines. 


Poins ! Hal! a plague upon you both. Bardolph ! Peto! 


I'll ſtarve ere Ill rob a foot further. An *twere not as 
good adeed as to drink, to turn true-man, and to leave 
© theſe rogues, I am the verieſt varlet that ever chew'd 
with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground, is three- 
ſcore and ten miles afoot with me: and the ſtony- 
F hearted villains know it well enough. A plague upon't, 
hen thieves cannot be true one to another. [They 


 $whi//tle,] Whew, a plague upon you all. Give me my 


horſe; you rogues, give me my horſe, and be hang'd. 
P. nr Peace ye fat guts, lye down, lay thine 


] ear cloſe to the ground, and liſt if thou canſt hear the 


 WMread of travellers. 


Fal. Have you any leavers to lift me up again, be- 


| : ing down ? sblood, I'll not bear mine own fleſh ſo far 
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afoot again, for all the coin in thy father's excheque:, 
What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus ? 

P. HENRY. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou 
art uncolted. 

FAL. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to my 
horſe, good king's ſon. 

P. Hx x Rv. Out you rogue, ſhall I be your oſtler? 

FAL. Go hang thyſelf in thy own heir-apparent 
garters; if I be ta'en, I'll peach for this; an I have not 
ballads made on you all, and ſung to filthy tunes, let 
a cup of ſack be my poiſon; when a jeſt is fo forward, 
and afoot too! I hate it. 

Enter GADS-HILL and BARDOLPH, 

Gaps. Stand. 

FAL. So I do againſt my will. 

Poixs. O 'tis our ſetter, I know his voice: 
Bardolph, what news ? 


BaxD, Caſe ye, caſe ye; on with your vizards; ! 
there's mony of the king's coming down the hill, 'tis Þ 


going to the king's exchequer. 

FAL. You lie, you rogue, 'tis going to the king's 
tavern. 

GADs. There's enough to make us all. 

FAL. To be hang'd. 

P. HE NR. You four ſhall front them in the nar- 
row lane: Ned Poins and I will walk lower; if they 
ſcape from your encounter, then they light on us. 

PE To. But how many be of them? 

Gaps. Some eight or ten. 

FAL. Zounds, will they not rob us? 

P. HENRY. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 

FAL. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. HENRY. Well, we'll leave that to the proof. 


for 


ho 


zrds; WE; 


<p 
|, tis 


ing's 


nar* 


-and- 


Et EO gn AAA ꝶ»=. Ö h 


Kino HENRY IVV. II. 4. 31 
Pol Ns. Sirrah, Jack, thy horſe ſtands behind the 


hedge, when thou need'ſt him, there fhalt thou find 


him; farewel, and ſtand faſt. 
Far. Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be hang'd. 
P. HENRY, Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 
Poins. Here hard by: ſtand cloſe. 
Far. Now my maſters, happy man be his dole ſay 
I; every man to his bulineſs, 


SCENE IV, 
Enter Travellers, 

Tz av, Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our 
horſes down the hill: we'll walk afoot a while, and 
eaſe our legs. 

THIEves, Stand. 

TA v. ſeſu bleſs us! 

FAL. Strike; down with them, cut the villains 
throats; ah ! whorſon caterpillars; bacon- fed knaves, 


they hate us youth; down with them, fleecethem, 


Txrav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever. 
FAL. Hang ye gorbellied knaves, are you undone? 


F no, ye fat chuffs, I would your {tore were here. On 


bacons, on! what ye knaves? young men mult live; 
you are grand jurors, are ye? we'll jure ye faith. 
[Here they rob and bind them: Exeunt. 
Enter Prince HENRY and Poixs. 

P. HENRY. The thieves have bound the true-men: 
now could thou and I rob the thieves and go merrily 
to London, it would be argument for a week, lavghter 
for a month, and a good jeſt for ever. 

PoiNs. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. 

Enter Thieves again. 

Far, Come, my maſters, let us ſhare, and then to 

horſe before day; an the Prince and Poins be not two 
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arrant cowards, there's no equity ſtirring. There's 
no more valour in that Poins, than in a wild duck. 
P. HENRY. Your mony. 
Porws. Villains. 

UA they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins e. 
upon them. They all run away, and Falſtaff 
after a blow or two runs away too, leaving the 
booty behind them. 

P. HENRY. Got with much eaſe. Now merrily to 

horſe : 

The thieves are ſcatter'd, and poſſeſt with fear 
So ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer, 
Away, good Ned. Now Falſtaff ſweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 
Were't not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 


Poi Ns. How the rogue roar'd! [Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 
LordPtrcy's Houſe, 
Enter Ho T-$euR ſolus, reading a letter. 

© But for mine own part, my lord, I could be well 
*contented to be there, in reſpect of the love I bear 
* your houſe. He could be contented to be there; 
why is he not then? © in reſpect of the love he bears 
© our houſe:? he ſhews in this, he loves his own barn 
better than he loves our houſe. Let me ſee ſome more. 
The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. Why 
that's certain: *tis dangerous to take a cold, to ſleep, 
to drink : but I tell you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, 
danger, we pluck this flower, ſafety. ©* The purpoſe 
vou undertake is dangerous, the friends you have 
named uncertain, the time itſelf unſorted, and your 
* whole plot too light, for the counterpoize of ſo gre?! 
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© an oppoſition. Say you ſo, ſay you ſo? I ſay unto 
you again, you are a ſhallow cowardly hind, and you 
lie, What a lack-brain is this? by the lord, our plot 
is a good plot as ever was laid; our friends true and 
conſtant: a good plot, good friends, and full of ex- 
pectation; an excellent plot, very good friends. What 
a froſty- ſpirĩited rogue is this? why, my lord of York 
commends the plot, and the general courſe of the ac- 
tion. By this hand, if I were now by this raſcal, I could 
brain him with his lady's fan, Is there not my father, 
my uncle, and myſelf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my 
lord of York, and Owen Glendower ? is there not be- 
ſides, the Dowglas ? have I not all their letters, to meet 
me in arms by the ninth of the next month ? and are 
there not ſome of them ſet forward already ? what a 
pagan raſcal is this? an infidel. Ha! you ſhall ſee now 
in very ſincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could 
divide myſelf, and go to buffets, for moving ſuch a 
diſh of skimm'd milk with fo honourable an action. 
Hang him, let him tell the king. We are prepared. I 
will ſet forward to-night. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Lady PERCY. 


How now, Kate ! I mult leave you within theſe two 


hours, 
Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 


| Abaniſh'd woman from my Harry's bed? 


Lell me, ſweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 


Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleep ? 

Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth? 

And ſtart ſo often when than ſitt'ſt alone? 
Vol. IV. E 
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Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheeks ? 
And given my treaſures and my rights of thee, 
To thick-ey'd muſing, and curit melancholy ! 
In thy faint ſlumbers I by thee have watcht, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars : 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding ſteed ; 
Cry, courage! to the field! and thou haſt talk'd 
Of fallies, and retires; of trenches, tents, 

Of palliſadocs, frontiers, parapets; 

Of baſilisks, of cannon, culverin, 

Of priſoners ranſom, and of ſoldiers ſlain, 

And all the current of a heady fight. 

Thy ſpirit within thee hath been ſo at war, 
And thus hath ſo beſtir'd thee in thy ſleep, 
That beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late diſturbed ſtream : 

And in thy face ſtrange motions have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrain their breath, 


On ſome great ſudden haſte. O what portents are 


| theſe ? 
Some heavy buſineſs hath my lord in hand, 
And I mult know it; elſe he loves me not. 


Ho r. What ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone! , 


Enter a Servant. 
SERV. He is, my lord, an hour agone. 


Hor. Hath Butler brought thoſe horſes from the £ 


ſheriff? 


SERV. One horſe, my lord, he brought ev'n now. 
Ho r. What horſe? a roan, a erop ear, is it not? 


SERV. It is, my lord. 

Hor. That roan ſhall be my throne. 
Well, I will back him ſtrait. O Efperance ! 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

Lap v. But hear, you, my lord. 
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Hor. What lay ſt thou, my lady? 
LaDY. What is it carries you away? 
Hor. Why, my horſe, my love, my horſe. 
LaDyY. Out you mad-headed ape! a weazel hath not 
Such a deal of ſpleen as you are toſt with. 
In faith I'll know your buſineſs, that I will. 
I fear my brother Mortimer doth (tir 
About his title, and hath ſent for you 
To line his enterprize: but if you go 
Hor. o far afoot, I ſhall be weary, love. 
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, anſwer me 
Directly to this queſtion, I ſhall ask. 
I'll break thy little finger, Harry, 
If thou wilt not tell me true. 
Hor. Away, away, you trifler: love! ! I love thee 
not, | 
I care not for thee, Kate; this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips. 
We muſt have bloody noſes, and crack'd crowns, 


And paſs them currant too—— gods me! my horſe, 


What ſay'(t thou, Kate? what would'ſt thou have with 
me? 
Lady. Do ye not love me? do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 
I will not love myſelf. Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me if you ſpeak in jelt or no ? 
Hor. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 
And when I am a horſe-back, I will ſwear 
Ilove thee infinitely, But hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither go; nor reaſon where about. 
Whither I muſt, I muſt; and to conclude, 


+ Mammets, i. e. girls. 
E 2 


— - „ * = >, Pu. = of * 
> Pr « 5 2 — — 2 
* 3 1 3 = — 
2 7 = . - — A 2 hs - _ Z b= 2 
r oS EE ERS S8 1 - : — 
= o 5 I - : - * 92 2 * — * * 


— — - — —— — 4 
e * 22 . V2. 


— ͤ— 


— — - — 
. I 3 x - ——— — 
9 5 — - — 2 X 

1 


1 


4 
* 
F. 
1 
1 
N 
4 * 
3 
7 8 * 
4 Cr 
+ 
48 f 
[ye N 
it * 
* 
13 


P — 
. ˙ So ohne ok 


* 
Jy 
;+ 
} 
ih 
*P 
T 


= Do 


4 - er he 
we 7 i259 


36 The Firſt Part of 


This evening muſt I leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe, but yet no further wile 
Than Harry Percy's wife. Conltant you are, 
But yet a woman; and for ſecreſie, 
No lady cloſer. For I will believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 
And fo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. 
Lab v. How ſo far? 
Ho r. Not an inch further, But hark you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: 
To-day will I ſet forth, to-morrow you. 
Will this content you, Kate ? 
LAP v. It mult of force. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 
The Tavern in Eaſt- cheap. 
Enter Prince HE x R x and Poixs. 

P. HEN R v. Ned, pr'ythee come out of that fat 
room, and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poi xs. Where haſt been, Hal? 

P. HENAVY. With three or four loggerheads , a- 
mongſt three or fourſcore hogſheads. I have ſounded 
the very baſe ſtring of humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn 
brother to a leaſh of drawers, and can call them by 
their Chriſten names, as Tom, Dick, and Francis. 
They take it already upon their “ conſcience that 
though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the king of 
courteſie; telling me flatly, I am no proud Jack, like 
Jack Falſtaff, but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good 
boy: and when I am king of England, I ſhall com- 
mand all the good lads in Eaſt-cheap. They call 
drinking deep, dying ſcarlet ; and when you Þ breath® 


con dence. break. 
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in your watring, they cry hem! and hid you play it off. 
To conclude, Iam ſo good a proficient in one quarter 
of an hour, that I can drink with any tinker in his 
own language during my life. I tell thee Ned, thou 
haſt loſt much honour, that thou wert not with mein 
this action; but ſweet Ned, (to ſweeten which name 
of Ned, I give thee this penny-worth of ſugar, clapt 
even now into my hand by an under-skinker, one 
that never ſpake other Engliſh in his life, then eight 
ſhillings and fix pence, and you are welcome Sir: with 
this ſhrill addition, anon Sir, anon Sir; ſcore a pint of 
baſtard in the half” moon, or ſo.) But Ned, to drive a- 
way time till Falſtaff come, I pr'ythee do thou ſtand 
in ſome bye-room, while I queſtion my puny drawer, 
to what end he gave me the ſugar? and do never leave 
calling Francis, that his tale to me may be nothing but, 
anon. Step aſide, and I'll ſhew thee a precedent. 

Poins. Francis. 

P. HR N RV Thou art perfect. 

PoiNs. Francis. 


SCENE VIII. 


Euter Francis the drawer, 
Fran. Anon, anon Sir; look down into the pom- 


* granet, Ralph. 


P. HENRY. Come hither, Francis. 

FRAN. My lord. 

P. HEX Rv. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fx Ax. Forſooth, five years, and as much as to 

Poixs. Francis. 

Fx Ax. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. HEX Rv. Five years; by'rlady, a hang leaſe for 
the elinking of pewter, But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo 
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valiant, as to play the coward with thy indenture, and 

ſhew it a fair pair of heels, and run from it? ' the 
Fx AN. O lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the books 

in England, I could find in my heart 
Poixs. Francis. 
FrAN. Anon, anon, Sir. 


P. Henry, How old art thou, Francis? ; cal 
FRAN. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall Jol 


PoiNs. Francis. , 
FxAn. Anon, Sir; pray you ſtay a little, my lord. the 
P. Henk y. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the ſu- 
gar thou gaveſt me, 'twas a pennyworth, was't not? 
Fx an. O lord, I would it had been two. ö 
p. He vn v. I vill give thee for it a thouſand pound: 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 


Poix s. Francis. 1 
FxAx. Anon, anon. 5 2 the 
P. HE xR v. Anon, Francis? no, Francis, but to- 
morrow Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday ; or indeed the 
Francis, when thou wilt. But Francis. _ 4 ma 
Fr ax. My lord. ; 3 clo 


P. Henry, Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, 
chriſtal-button, ® knot pated, agat-ring, puke-ſtock- Þ* 
ing, caddice-garter, ſmooth tongue, Spaniſh- pouch. 

FRAN. O lord, Sir, who do you mean? ; 

P. HE RV. Why then your brown baſtard is your Þ 
only drink; for look you, Francis, your white canvas 
doublet will ſully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come io 
fo much. 4 

Fran. What, Sir? 

Poi s. Francis. 
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p. HENAT. Away you rogue, doſt thou not hear 


| them call ? 


Here they both call, the drawer ſtands amazed, 
not knowing which way to go. 
Enter Vintner. 

Vixr. What, ſtand'ſt thou (till, and hear'ſt ſuch a 
calling? look to the gueſts within. My lord, old Sir 
John with half a dozen more are at the door; ſhall I 
let them in? 

P. HENRY. Let them alone a while, and then open 
the door, Poins. 

Enter Poixs. 

Po Ixs. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. HRNRv. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the thieves 
are at the door; ſhall we be merry? 

Poixs. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hack ye, 
what cunning match have you made with this jeſt of 
the drawer ? come, what's the iſſue ? | 

P. HExRY. I am now of all humours, that have 
ſhew'd themſelves humours, fince the old days of good- 


Fa AN. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Hexk v. That ever this fellow ſhould ho fewer 
words than a parrot, and yet the ſon of a woman. His 
induſtry is up ſtairs and down ſtairs; his eloquence the 
parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's mind,the 
Hot-ſpur of the north; he that kills me ſome fix or 
ſeven dozen of Scots at a breakfaſt, waſhes his hands 
and ſays to his wife, fie upon this quiet life, I want 
work. O my ſweet Harry, fays ſhe, how many haſt thou 
kill'd to- — ? give my roan horſe a drench, ſays he, 
and anſwers, ſome fourteen, an hour after; a trifle, a 


trifle, I pr'ythee call in Falſtaff, 11! play Percy, and 
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that damn'd brawn ſhall play dame Mortimer his wiſe, 
Rivo, ſays the drunkard. Call in ribs, call in tallow, 


SCENE IX, 
Enter FALSTAFEF. 

poixs. Welcome Jack, where haſt thou been? 

FAL. A plague of all cowards, I ſay, and a ven- 
geance too, marry and amen. Give me a cup of ſack, 
boy ere I lead this life long, I'll ſow nether ſocks, 
and mend them, and foot them too. A plague of all 
cowards. Give me a cup of ſack, rogue. Is there no 
virtue extant ? [ He drinks. 

P. HENRY. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh 
of butter? pitiful-hearted ® Titan, that melted at the 
ſweet tale of the ſun? if thou didſt, then behold that 
compound. | 

Fal. You rogue, here's lime in this ſack too; 
there is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous 
man; yet a coward is worſe than a cup of ſack with 
lime in it. A villainous coward go thy ways old 
Jack, die when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood 
be not forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a 
ſhotten herring: there live not three good men un- 
hang d in England, and one of them is fat, and grows 
old, God help the while, a bad world I ſay. 1 would! 
were a weaver, I could ſing pſalms, and all manner of 
ſongs. A plague of all cowards, I ſay ſtill. 

P. HExRV. How now Woolſack, what mutter you! 

FAL. A king's ſon? if I do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy ſub- 
jets afore thee like a flock of wild geeſe, I'll never weat 
hair on my face more, You Prince of Wales ? 


Or rather Butter that melted, &c. 
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P. HENRY. Why you whorſon round man ! what's 
the matter ? 

FaL. Are you not a coward? anſwer me to that, 
and Poins there ? 

P. HENRY. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, 
I'll ſtab thee. 

FAL, I call thee coward! I'll fee thee damn'd ere 
I'll call thee coward; but J would give a thouſand 
pound I could run as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtrait 
enough in the ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your 
back: call you that backing of your friends? a plague 
upon ſuch backing; give me them that will face me— 
give me a cup of ſack, I am a rogue if I drunk to-day. 

P. HENRKv. O villain, thy lips are ſcarce wip'd ſince 
thou drunk'ſt laſt. 

Far. All's one for that. 

A plague of all cowards, ſtill, ſay I. 

P. HENRY. What's the matter? 

Far. What's the matter! here be four of us, have 


He drinks, 


ta'en a thouſand pound this morning. 


P. HENRY. Whereis it, Jack? where is it? 


Far. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred 


upon poor ſour of us. 

P. HENRY. What, a hundred, man? 

Far. Iama rogue if I were not at half (word with 
a dozen of them two hours together. I have eſcap'd 
by miracle. Iam eight times thruſt through the doub- 
let, four through the hoſe, my buckler cut through 
and through, my ſword hack'd like a hand-ſaw, ecce 
fignum. I never dealt better ſince I was a man; all 
would not do. A plague of all cowards let them 
ſpeak; if they ſpeak more or leſs than truth, they are 
villains and the ſons of darkneſs, 

P. Henky, Speak Sirs, how was it? 

Voi. IV. 
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* Gaps. We four ſet upon ſome dozen. 

FAL. Sixteen, atleaſt, my lord. 

Gaps. And bound them. 

PE TO. No, no, they were not bound. 

Far. You rogue they were bound, every man of 
them, or I am a Jew elſe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gaps. As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh 
men ſet upon us. 

Fa L. And unbound the reſt, and then came in the 
other, 

P. HENRY. What, fought ye with them all? 

FAL. All? 1 know not what ye call all? but if 1 
ſought not with fifty of them, I ama bunch of radiſh: 
if there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 
Jack, then am I no two-legg'd creature. 

Poixs. Pray heay'n, you have not murthered ſome 
of them, 

FAL. Nay that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd 
two of them; two I am ſure I have pay'd, two rogues 
in buckram ſuits. I tell thee what, Hal, if 1 tell thee a 
lie, ſpit in my face, call me horſe; thou know'ſt my 
old ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my point; four 
rogues in buckram let drive at me, 

P. HENRY. What, four? thou ſaidſt but two, even 
now. | 

Fa L. Four, Hal, I told thee four. 

PoiNs. Ay, ay, he ſaid four. 


Far. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly I 
thruſt at me; I made no more ado, but took all their } 


ſeven points in my target, thus. 


P. HRE NR x. Seven? why there were but four, even 
now. 


* 1: the eld edition Roſſel ſpeaks here, and not Gads-hill 
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FAL. In buckram. 

Po ix s. Ay, four, in buckram ſuits. 

FAL. Seven, by theſe hilts, or I am a villain elſe. 

P. HENRY. Pr'ythee let him alone, we ſhall have 
more anon. 

Fa L. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 

P. HEN RV. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

FAL. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtning to: theſe nine 
in buckram, that I told thee of 

P. HENRY. So, two more already. 

FaL. Their points being broken 

PoiNs. Down fell his hole. 

FAL. Began to give me ground; but I follow'd me 
cloſe, came in foot and hand; and with a thought, 
ſeven of the eleven J pay'd. 

P. HENRY. O monſtrous! eleven buckram men 


grown out of two ! 


FAL. But as the devil would have it, three miſ-be- 
gotten knaves in Kendal green, came at my back, and 
let drive at me; (for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou 
couldſt not ſee thy hand.) 

P. HE NR. Theſe lies are like the father that be- 
gets them, groſs as a mountain, open, palpable. Why 
thou clay-brain'd guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou 
whorſon obſcene greaſie tallow catch | 

Far. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not 
the truth, the truth ? | 

P. HENRY. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe 
men in Kendal green, when it was ſo dark, thou 
could'ſt not ſee thy hand? come tell us your reaſon ; 
what ſay'(t thou to this? 

Poixs. Come, your reaſon, Jack, your reaſon. 
FAL. What, upon compulſion? no; were J at the 
ſtrappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not 
F 2 
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tell you on compulſion. Give you a reaſon on com- 
pulſion ! if reaſons were as plenty as black-berries, 1 
would give no man a reaſon upon compulſion: I? 
P. Hexkvy. I'll be no longer guilty of this fin. This 
ſanguine coward, this bed- preſſer, this horſeback-break- 
er, this huge hill of fleſh. 
FAL. Away you ſtarveling, you elf-skin, you 


dry'd neats-tongue, bull's-pizzel, you ſtock-fith : O 


for breath to utter ! what is like thee ? you taylor's 
yard, you ſheata, you bow-caſe, you vile ſtanding 
tuck, | 

P. HENRVY. Well, breathe a while, and then to't a- 
gain; and when thou halt tir'd thyſelf in baſe compa- 


riſons, hear me ſpeak but thus, 


PotNs. Mark, Jack. 

P. HENRY. We two faw you four ſet on four, you 
bound them, and were maſters of their wealth: mark 
now, how a plain tale ſhall put you down. Then did 
we two ſet on you four, and with a word, outfac'd you 
from your prize, and have it, yea, and can ſhew it you 
here in the houſe, And Falſtaff, you carry'd your guts 
away as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and roar'd 
for mercy, and {till ran and roar'd, as ever 1 heard 
bull-calf, What a ſlave art thou, to hack thy ſword as 
thou haſt done, and then fay it was in fight, What 
trick? what device? what ſtarting hole, canſt thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent 


ſhame? 


Poixs. Come, let's hear Jack: what trick haſt thou 
now? | 

Far. By the lord, I knew ye, as well as he that 
made ye. Why hear ye, my maſters; was it for me to 
kill the heir apparent ? ſhould I turn upon the true 
prince? why, thou knowelt J am as valiant as Hercu- 
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les; but beware inſtinct, the lion will not touch the | 


true prince: inſtinct is a great matter. I was acoward 


on inſtinct: I ſhall think the better of myſelf, and 


thee, during my life; I, for a valiant lion, and thou 
for a true prince. But, by the lord, lads, I am glad 
you have the mony. Hoſteſs, clap to the doors; 
watch to-night, pray to-morrow. Gallants, lads, boys, 
hearts of gold, all the titles of good fellowſhip come 
to you. What, ſhall we be merry? ſhall we have a 
play extempore? 

P. HENRY. Content, and the argument ſhall be, 
thy running away. 

FaL. Ah, no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 


SCENE X. 


Enter HOSTESS. 
Hos r. O Jeſu! my lord the prince! 
P. HENRY. How now, my lady the hoſteſs, what 


| fay'ſt thou to me? 


Hos r. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of 
the court at door would ſpeak with you; he ſays he 


comes from your father. 


P. HENRY. Give him as much as will make him a 


, | royal man, and ſend him back again to my mother. 


FAL. What manner of man is he? 
HosT. An old man. 
Far. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid- 


| | night? ſhall I give him his anſwer? 


P. HENRY. Pr'ythee do, Jack. 
Far. Faith and I'll ſend him packing. [Exit. 
P. HENRY. Now firs, by'r lady you fought fair; 


1 ſo did you Peto, ſo did you Bardolph: you are lions 


too, you ran away upon inſtinct; you will not touch 


de true prince, no, fie. 
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BARD. Faith, I ran when I ſaw others run. 

P. HENRY. Tell me now in earneſt; how came 
Falſtaff's ſword ſo hackt? 

PETOo. Why, he hackt it with his dagger, and 
ſaid, he would ſwear truth out of England, but he 
would make you believe it was done in fight, and per- 
ſwaded us to do the like. 

BarD. Yea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear- 
graſs, to make them bleed, and then beſlubber our 
garments with it, and ſwear it was the blood of true 
men. I did that I did not theſe ſeven years before, 1 
bluſh'd to hear his monſtrous devices. 

P. HENRY. O villain, thou ſtolleſt a cup of ſack 
eighteen years ago, and wert taken in the manner,and 
ever ſince thou haſt bluſſid extempore ; thou had(t fire 
and ſword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away; 
what inſtin& hadſt thou for it? 

BaRD. My lord, do you ſee theſe meteors? do 
you behold theſe exhalations ? | 

P. HEN RV. Ido. 

BAR D. What think you they portend ? 

P. HEN RV. Hot livers, and cold purſes, 

BAR D. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P. HENRY. No, if rightly taken, halter. 


SCENE XI. 


Enter FALSTAFF. 
Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone, Hov 
now my ſweet creature of bombaſt, how long is't ago, 
Jack, ſince thou ſaw'ſt thy own knee? 

Far. My own knee? when I was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waſte, I couls 
have crept into any alderman's thumb-ring : a plague 
of ſighing and grief, it blows a man up like a bladder. 


3 =, r © 5 tr 2G, . of * t 


* 
No 
5 
S 
S 
„ 
8 
| £ 
5 
Ms 
m1 
P 
80 * 
val 
8 
SH 


, and 
ut he 
d per- 


ſpear- 
r our 
f true 
bre, I 


f ſack 
er,and 
d(t fire 


away; 


82 do 


KI NG HENRY IV. II. 11. 47 


There's villainous news abroad: here was Sir John 
Braby from your father; you muſt go to the court in 
the morning. That ſame mad fellow of the north, 
' Percy; and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the ba- 
* ſtinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and ſwore the de- 
vil his true liegeman upon the croſs of a Welſh-hook : 
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what a plague call you him 

PolNs. O, Glendower. 

FaL. Owen, Owen; the ſame, and his ſon-in-law 
Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dowglas, that runs a horſeback up a 
hill perpendicular 

P. Hexxy, He that rides at high ſpeed, and with 
a piſtol kills a ſparrow flying. 

Far. You have hit it. 

P. HENRY. So did he never the ſparrow. 

Far, Well, that raſcal hath good mettle in him, he 


will not run. 


P. HENRY. Why, what a raſcal art thou then, 


to praiſe him ſo for running? 


FAL. A horſeback, ye cuckow, but afoot he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. HEART. Yes, Jack, upon inſtinct. 

Far. I grant ye, upon inſtinct: well, he is there 
too, and one Mordake, and a thouſand blue-caps more. 
Worceſter is ſtoln away by night: thy father's beard 
is turn'd white with the news: you may buy land now 
as cheap as ſtinking mackerel. 

P. HENRVY. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot 
June, and this civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy 
maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the hundred. 

FAL. By the maſs, lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we 
ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art 
not thou horribly afeard? thou being heir apparent, 
* ſun, 
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could the world pick thee out three ſuch enemies again 
as that fiend Dowglas, that ſpirit Percy, and that de- 
vil Glendower? art thou not horribly afraid ? doth 
not thy blood thrill at it? 

P. HENRY. Not a whit i'faith, I lack ſome of thy 
inſtinct. 

Far. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morroy, 
when thou com'ſt to thy father: if thou do love me, 
practiſe an anſwer. 

P. HENRY. Do thou ſtand for my father, and examine 
me upon the particulars of my life, 

FAL. Shall I? content: this chair ſhall be my ſtate, 
this dagger my ſcepter, and this cuſhion my crown. 

P. HENRY. Thy ſtate is taken for a joint-ſtool, thy 
golden ſcepter for a leaden dagger, and thy precious 
rich crown for a pitiful bald crown. 

FAL. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out 
of thee, now ſhalt thou be moved give me a cup of 
ſack to make mineeyes look red, that it may be thought 
I have wept; for I muſt ſpeak i in paſſion, and I wil 
do it in King Cambyſes? vein. 

P. Henry. Well, here is my leg. 

FaL. Andhereis my ſpeech 
bility—— 

HosT. This is excellent ſport, i'faith. 

Far. Weep not, ſweet queen, for trickling tears 
are vain, 

HosT. O the father! how he holds his counte- 
nance ? 

FAL. For God's ſake, lords, convey my triltfo| 
queen, for tears do ſtop the food - gates of her eyes. 

HosT. O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe hat- 
lotry players, as I ever ſee, 

Far. Peace, good pint-pot, peace good tickle- brain 
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— © Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt 
* thy time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd : for 
© though the camomile, the more it is trodden on, the 
* faſter it grows: yet youth, the more it is waſted, the 
* ſooner it wears. Thou art my ſon; I have partly thy 
© mother's word, partly my opinion; but chiefly, a 
©villanous trick of thine eye, and a fooliſh hanging 
* of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou 
© be ſon to me, here lyeth the point; why, being ſon 
dito me, art thou ſo pointed at? ſhall the bleſſed Son 
© of heav'n prove a * micher, and eat black-berries ? 
a queſtion not to be ask'd. Shall the ſon of England 
prove a thief, and take purſes? a queſtion to be ask'd. 
© There is a thing, Harry, which thou haſt often heard 
* of, and it is known to many in our land by the name 
* of pitch: this pitch, as ancient writers do report, 
* doth defile; ſo doth the company thou keep'ſt; for 
Harry, now do I not ſpeak to thee in drink, but in 
* tears; not in pleaſure, but in paſſion ; not in words 
only, but in woes alſo; and yet there is a virtuous 
man, whom I have often noted in thy company, but 
I know not his name. 

P. HENRY. What manner of man, an it like your 
majeſty ? 

Far. A goodly portly man i'faith, and a corpu- 
* lent; of a chearful look, a plealing eye, and a molt 
* noble carriage; and as I think, his age ſome fifty, 
* or, by'rlady, inclining to threeſcore; and now I re- 
member me, his name is Falſtaff: if that man ſhould 
be lewdly given, he deceives me; for Harry, I ſee 
© virtue in his looks, If then the tree may be known 
* by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then perempto- 

a micher, i.e, a truant; to mich, is fe lurk out of ſight : 
i hedge-creeper, 
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* rily I ſpeak it, there is virtue in that Falſtaff; hin 
keep with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me now, thou 
* naughty varlct, tell me, where haſt thou been this 
* month ? 

P. HENRY. Doſt thou ſpeak like a king? do thou 
tand for me, and 1'll play my father. 

FAL. Depoſe me. If thou doſt it half ſo gravely, 
ſo majeſtically, both in word and matter, hang me up 
by the heels for a rabbet-ſucker, or a poulterer's hare. 

P. HEnRY, Well, here I am ſet, 

Far. And here I ſtand; judge, my maſters, 

P. HEnxy, Now Harry, whence come you? 

FAL. My noble lord, from Eaſt-cheap. 

P. HENRY. The complaints I hear of thee are 
gricvous. | 

Fai. Sblood, my lord, they are falſe. 
I'll tickle ye for a young prince, 

P. HENRY. Sweareſt thou,ungracious boy? hence- 
© forthne'er look on me; thou art violently carry'd away 
© from grace; there's-a devil haunts thee, in the like- 
© neſs of a fat old man: a tun of man is thy compani- 
on. Why doſt thou converſe with that trunk of hu- 
* mours, that boulting-hutch of beaſtlineſs, that ſwoln 
* parcel of droplies, that huge bombard of ſack, that 
* {tuft cloak-bag of guts, that roaſted Manning-tree ox 
© with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, that 
* grey iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanityin years! 
© wherein is he good, but to taſte ſack and drink it? 
© wherein neat and cleanly but to carve a capon and 
* eat it? wherein cunning, but in craft ? wherein crafty 
© but in villany ? wherein villainous, but in all things! 
* wherein worthy, but in nothing ? 

Fa L. I would your grace would take me with yo 
whom means your grace ? 


nay, 
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P. Henry, That villainous abominable miſ- leader 
of youth, Falſtaff, that old white -· bearded Sathan. 

Far. My lord, the man I know, 

P. HENRY. Iknow thou doſt. 

FAL. * But to ſay, I know more harm in him than 
in my ſelf, were to ſay more than I know. That he 
is old, the more's the pity, his white hairs do witneſs 
it; but that he is, (ſaving your reverence,) a whore- 
* maſter, that I utterly deny. If ſack and ſugar be a 
* fault, God help the wicked: if to be old and merry, 
be a ſin, then many an old hoſt that I know is damn'd: 
* if to be fat, be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean kine 
are to be lov'd. No, my good lord, baniſh Peto, ba- 
* niſh Bardolph, baniſh Poins ; but for ſweet Jack Fal- 
* ſtaff, kind Jack Falſtaff, true Jack Falſtaff, valiant 
Jack Falſtaff, and therefore more valiant, being as 
* he is, old Jack Falſtaff; baniſh not him thy Harry's 
company: baniſh plump Jack, and baniſh all the 
world. 

P. HE NAVY. I do, I will. 

Enter BARDOLPH running. 

BAR D. O, my lord, my lord, the ſheriff with 5- 
moſt monſtrous watch, is at the door. 

FAL. Out you rogue, play out the play: I have 
much to ſay in the behalf of that Falſtaff. 

Enter the Hoſteſs. 

Hos r. O, my lord, my lord! 

FaL, Heigh, heigh, the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
ſtick: what's the matter ? 

Hos r. The ſheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
they are come to ſearch the houſe : ſhall I let them in ? 

FAL. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece 
of gold a counterfeit; thou art eſſentially mad, with- 
out ſeeming ſo, 
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P. HENRY. And thou a natural coward, without 
inſtinct. 

FAL. I deny your major; if you will deny the ſhe- 
riff, ſo; if not, let him enter. If I become not a cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp; 
I hope I (hall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a halter, as a 
nother. 

P HENRY. Go hide thee behind the arras, the reſt 
walk above. Now my maſters, ſor a true face and good 


cCconſcience. 


Fa L. Both which I have had; but their date is out, 
and therefore I'll hide me. 
[Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, Cc. 
P. HENnRy, Call in the ſheriff. 


SCENE XII. 


Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


P. HENRY. Now maſter ſheriff, what is your will 
with me ? | 


SHER. Firſt, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this houſe, 


P. HENRY. What men? [lord, 
SHER. One of them is well known, my gracious 
A grols fat man. 


CaR. As fatas butter, 
P. HENRY. The man, I do aſſure you, is not here, 
For I my ſelf at this time have imploy'd him; 
And, ſheriff, I engage my word to thee, 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal : 
And ſo let me intreat you leave the houſe. 
SHER, Iwillmy lord: there are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loſt three hundred marks, 


ere, 


en 
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P. HENRY. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe 


He ſhall be anſwerable ; and ſo farewel. [men, 


SHER, Good night, my noble lord. 

P. HENnRy. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

SHER. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two a clock. 

[ Exit. 

P. HENRY. This oily raſcal is known as well as 
Paul's; go call him forth. 

PEToO, Falltaff? faſt aſleep behind the arras, and 
ſnorting like a horſe. 

P. HENRY, Hark, how hard he fetches his breath : 


| ſearch his pockets. 


[He ſearches his pockets, and finds certain papers. 
P. HENRY. What haſt thou found ? 
PETO. Nothing but papers, my lord. 
P. HENRY. Let's ſee, what be they? read them. 
PE TO. Iten, a capon, 25. 2 d. 
liem, Sawce, 4 d. 
Item, Sack, two gallons, 5 s. 8 d. 
tem, Anchoves and ſack after ſupper, 25. 6 d. 
Item, bread, a halfpenny. 
P. HE NR v. O monſtrous, but one halfpenny-worth 
of bread, to this intolerable deal of ſack? what there 
is elſe, keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; 


there let him ſleep till day. III to the court in the morn- 
ing: we muſt all to the wars, and thy place ſhall be 


honourable, I'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot, 


and know his death will be a“ march of twelveſcore. 
The mony ſhall be paid back again with advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the morning; and ſo good-mor- 
Tow, Peto. 


PR TO. Good-morrow, good my lord. [ Exeurt. 


Fi. e. it will kill him to march ſo far as twelveſcore fort. 
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ACT III. SCENE TI. 


LEX. 


Enter Hor-SpURx, WORCESTER, LordMoRT1!1t2; 
and OWEN GLEN DO WER. 


MORTIMER. 


HESE promiſes are fair, the parties ſure, 
And our induction full of proſp'rous hope. 
Hor. Lord Mortimer, and couſin Glendower, 
Will you fit down ? 
And uncle Worceſter 
I have forgot the map. 
GLEND. No, here it is; 
Sit couſin Percy, lit, good couſin Hot - ſpur: 
For by that name, as oft as Lancaſter 
Doth ſpeak of you, his cheeks look pale, and with 
A riſing ſigh, he wiſheth you in heaven. 
Hor. And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower ſpoke of. 
 GLEnD. Iblame him not: at my nativity 
The front of heav'n was full of fiery ſhapes, 
Of burning creſſets ; know that at my birth 
The frame and the foundation of the earth 
Shook like a coward. 
Hor. So it wou'd have done 
At the ſame ſeaſon, if your mother's cat 
Had kitten'd, though your ſelf had ne'er been born. 
GLEND. I ſay the earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Ho r. I ſay the earth then was not of my mind; 
If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 
GLEND. The heay'ns were all on fire, the carth 
did tremble. [on fire, 
Hor. O, then the earth ſhook to ſee the heay'ns 
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And not in fear of your nativity. 

Diſeaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In ſtrange eruptions; and the teeming earth 

Is with a kind of cholick pinch'd and vext, 

By the impriſoning of unruly wind 

Within her womb; which for enlargement ſtriving, 


Shakes the old beldam earth, and topples down 


High towr's and moſs grown ſteeples. At your birth 
Our grandam earth, with this diltemperature, 
In paſſion ſhook, 
GLEND. Couſin, of many men 
I do not bear theſe croſſings: give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heav*n was full of fiery ſhapes, 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields; 
Theſe ſigns have mark'd me extraordinary, 
And all the courſes of my life do ſhew, 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, clipt in with the ſea 
That chides the banks of England, Wales or Scotland, 
Who calls me pupil, or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but woman's ſon, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
Or hold me pace in deep experiments. | 
Hor. I think there is no man ſpeaks better Welſh. 
[mad. 
Mok r. Peace, couſin Percy, you will make him 
GLEND. I can call ſpirits from the vaſty deep. 
Hor. Why, fo can I, or ſo can any man: 
But will they come, when you do call for them ? 
GLENnD, Why, Ican teach thee to command thedevil. 


Hor. And I can teach thee coz. to ſhame the devil, 


By telling truth. Tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 
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If thou have pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 


And I'll be ſworn, I've pow'r to ſhame him hence. Prot 
Oh, while you live, tell truth, and ſname the devil. For 

Monk r. Come, come! Upo 
No more of this unprofitable chat. head _ Þ 

GLEND. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made In q 
Againſt my pow'r; thrice from the banks of Wye, Lee, 
And ſandy - bottom'd Severn, have I ſent _ And 


Him bootleſs home, and weather-beaten back. too! A hi 
Hor. Come, without boots, and in foul weather Þ 


How *ſcapes he agues, in the devil's name? right, And 
GLEND. Come, here's the map: ſhall we divide our In a 
According to our threefold order ta'en ? | It ( 
MoxrT. Th archdeacon hath divided it | Tot 
Into three limits, very equally: C 
England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, N 
By ſouth and eaſt, is to my part aſſign'd: Wit 
All weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, Sele 
And all the fertile land within that bound, As 0 
To Owen Glendower; and dear coz. to you 2 
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. * 


And our indentures tripartite are drawn : | 
Which being ſealed interchangeably, , 


(A bulineſs that this night may execute) 8 
To- morrow, couſin Percy, you and I : 
And my good lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, c 
To meet your father, and the Scottiſh power, : 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. G 
My father Glendower is not ready yet, 8 1 
Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days: ; pe 
Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together a T : 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. Þ* * 


GLEND. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, lord“. 
And in my conduct ſhall your ladies come, 


vil. 
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From whom you now mult ſteal and take no leave, 
For there will be a world of water ſhed, 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Ho r. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours : 


| See, how this river comes me crankling in, 


And cuts me, from the beſt of all my land, 

A huge half-moon, a monſtrous cantle out. 

I'll have the current in this place damm'd up: 

And here the ſmug and ſilver Trent ſhall run 

In a new channel, fair and evenly : 

It ſhall not wind with ſuch a deep indent, 

To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. | 
GLEND, Not wind? it ſhall, it muſt, you fee it doth, 
MorT. But mark, he bears his courſe, and runs 

With like advantage on the other ſide, [me up 


| Gelding th' oppoſed continent as much, 


As on the other ſide it takes from you. 
Wor. Yes, but a little charge will trench him here, 
And on this north-ſide win this cape of land, 
And then he runs ſtrait and even. 
Hor. I'll have it ſo, a little charge will do it. 
GLEND. I will not have it alter'd, 
Hor. Will not you? 
GLEND, No, nor you ſhall not. 
Hor. Who ſhall ſay me nay? 
GLEND, Why, that will J. 
Hor. Let me not underſtand you then, 


Speak it in Welſh, 


GLEeND, I can ſpeak Engliſh, lord, as well as you, 


For I was train'd up in the Engliſh court: 
Where, being young, I framed to the harp 
Many an Engliſh ditty, lovely well, 

4 And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 


Vo I. IV. H 
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A virtue that was never ſeen in you. 

Hor. Marry, I'm glad of it with all my heart. 
J had rather be a kitten, and cry mew, | 
Than one of theſe ſame meeter- ballad-mongers; 
I'ad rather hear a brazen candleſtick tun'd, 
Ora dry wheel prate on the axle-tree, 
And that would nothing ſet my teeth on edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing poetry; 


*Tis like the forc'd gate of a ſhuffling nag. 


GLEND. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd, 
Hor. I do not care; I'll give thrice ſo much land 
To any well-deſerving friend; 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair, 
Are the indentures drawn? ſhall we be gone? 
GLEND. The moon ſhines fair, you may away by 
(1'll haſte the * writer) and withal, [night: 
Break with your wives of your departure hence: 
L am afraid my daughter will run mad, 


So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer, [Exi, 


SCENE II. 


Mor. Fie, couſin Percy, howyoucroſs my father! 
Hor. I cannot chuſe; ſometime he angers me, 

+ With telling of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Of dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies; 

And of a dragon, and a finleſs fiſh, 

A clipt-wing'd griffin, and a moulting raven; 

A couching lion, and a ramping cat 

And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble (tuff, 


* He means the writer of the articles. 


+ This alludes to an old prophecy which is ſaid to have indu- 


ced O. Glendower t take arms againſt K. Henry, See Hall's 
Chron. fol, 20. 
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As puts me from my faith, I tell you what, 
Ke held me the laſt night at leaſt nine hours, 
In reck'ning up the ſeveral devils names, 
That were his lackeys: I cry'd hum, and well, 
But mark'd him not a word. O, he's as tedious 
As a tir'd horſe, or as a railing wife: 
Worſe than a ſmoaky houſe. Tad rather live 
With cheeſe and garlick, in a windmil far; 
Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any ſummer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 

MoRT. In faith he was a worthy gentleman ; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In ſtrange concealments; valiant as a lion; 
And wond'rous affable; as bountiful 
As mines of India: ſhall I tell you, couſin, 
He holds your temper in a high reſpect, 
And curbs himſelf, even of his natural ſcope, 
When you do croſs his humour; *faith he does. 
J warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might fo have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger and reproof. 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 


Wor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful blame, 


And ſince your coming here have done enough 

To put him quite beſides his patience: 

Lou muſt needs learn, lord, to amend this fault; 
Though ſometimes it ſhews greatneſs, courage, blood, 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you; 

Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh rage, 

Defect of manners, want of government, 

Pride, haughtineſs, opinion, and diſdain : 

The leaſt of which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loſeth men's hearts, and leaves behind a ſtain 


2 Upon the beauty of all parts beſides, 


1 
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Beguiling them of commendation. 
Hor. Well, I am ſchool'd: good manners be your 
ſpeed; 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 


SCENE. III. 
Enter GLENDOWER, with the Ladies. 


Mo kr. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, I no Welſh. [you, 
GIEND. My daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with 
She'll be a ſoldier too, ſhe'll to the wars. 
Mor. Good father, tell her, ſhe and my aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduct ſpeedily. 
[Glendower ſpeaks to her in Welſh, and ſhe an- 
ſbers him in the ſame, 
GLEND, She's deſp'rate here: a peeviſh ſelf-will'd 
That no perſuaſion can do good upon. FP[harlotry, 
[The Lady ſpeaks in Welſh, 
Mor. Iunderſtand thy looks; that pretty Welſh, 
Which thou pow'r'ſt down from thoſe two ſwelling 
J am too perfect in: and but for ſhame, Theavens, 
In ſuch .. parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 
The Lady again in Welſh. 
MoRT. I underſtand thy kiſſes, and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble diſputation : 
But I will never be a truant, love, 
Till Ihave learn'd thy language; for thy tongue 
Makes Welſh as ſweet as ditties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a fair queen in a ſummer's bower, 
With raviſhing diviſion to her lute. 
GLEND. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
[The Lady ſpeaks again in Wellh, 
Mokr. O, Iam ignorance it ſelf in this. 
GLEND. She bids you, 


Our 


1ad. 
Ish. 
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All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle head upon her lap, 
And ſhe will {ling the ſong that pleaſeth you, 
And on youreye-lids crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
Making ſuch diff rence betwixt wake and ſleep, 
As is the diff rence betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heav'nly harneſs'd team 
Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt. 
MorT. Withall my heart I'll it, and hear her ſing : 
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn, 
GLEND, Do lo; 
And thoſe muſicians that ſhall play to you, 
Hang in the air a thouſand leagues from hence; 
Yet ſtrait they ſhall be here, ſit, and attend. 
Hor. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down : 
come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 
Lapy. Go, ye giddy gooſe. [The mujick plays. 
Ho r. Now l perceive the devil underſtands Welſh, 
and 'tis no marvel he is ſo humorous: by'rlady he's 
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Lady. Then would you be nothing but muſical, - 
for you are altogether govern'd by humours: lie ſtill 
ye thief, and hear the lady ſing in Welſh. 

Hor. Ihad rather hear lady, my brach, howlin Iriſh, 

Lady, Would'ſt have thy head broken? 

Hor. No. 

LAp v. Then be till. | 

Hor. Neither, tis a woman's fault. 

Lady. Now God help thee, 

Hor. To the Welſh lady's bed. 

LADY. What's that? ong. 

Hor. Peace, ſhe ſings. [Here the lady ſings a Welſh 
Come, I'll have your ſong too. 
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LADY. Not mine, in good ſooth. That 
Hor. Not yours, in good ſooth! you ſwear lice W fel 
a comfit-maker's wiſe, not you, in good ſooth; and, 


as true as I love; and, as God ſhall mend me; and, as oy 
ſure as day: and piveſt ſuch farcenet ſurety for thy por 
oaths, as if thou never walk'dſt further than Finsbury. To 
ff Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art, cou 
N A good mouth: filling oath, and leave inſooth, Such 
| And ſuch proteſt of pepper-ginger-bread, such 
| To velvet-guards, and funday-citizens. As t. 
2 Come ſing. Acct 

js LApv. I will not ſing. And 
| |: Hor. Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be Ro- p 
1 bin - red- breaſt teacher: if the indentures be drawn, 1'!l Quit 
1 away within theſe two hours: and ſo come in, when 1 

* ye will. (Exit. WF My 

| GLEND. Come, come, lord Mortimer, you are as vet 
As hot lord Percy is on fire to go. Lo, W ag j 

By this our book is drawn : we will but ſeal, hn 

And then to horſe immediately. Buy! 
Mor. With all my heart. [Exeuit. I m. 

; f | i Hat 
# 5 SCENE IV. Find 
W WIND S$ 0-R, k 
E Enter King HExRY, Prince of WALES, Lords and 4 
I k | others, Qui 
HE K. HExRv. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of Th. 
h Wales and I | Wh 
| Muſt have ſome private conference: but be near, An, 
For we ſhall preſently have need of you. of 


„ [Exeunt Lord. . Th 
I know not whether God will have it ſo, b 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice i have done; 
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That in his ſecret doom, out of my blood 

He breeds revengement and a ſcourge ſor me: 

But thou doſt in thy paſſages of life 

Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 

For the hot vengeance and the rod of heav'n, 

To puniſh my miſ-treadings. Tell me elle, 

Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires, 

Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attempts, 


uch barren pleaſures, rude ſociety, 

As thou art match'd withal and prafted to, 

* Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 

| And hold their level with thy princely heart? 


p. Hexry. So pleaſe your majeſty, I wiſh I could 


| Quit all offences with as clear excuſe, 


As well, as I am doubtleſs I can purge 


| My ſelf of many I am charg'd withal. 
et ſuch extenuation let me beg, 


As in reproof of many tales devis'd, 


Which oft the ear of greatneſs needs muſt hear, 


By ſmiling pick- thanks and baſe news-mongers ; 
I may for ſome things true, (wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander'd, and irregular) 
Find pardon, on my true ſubmiſſion, 
K. HENRY. Heav'n pardon thee: yet let me won- 
der, Harry, 


At thy affections, which do hold a wing 


Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. 


Thy place in council thou haſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger brother is ſupply'd ; 


And art almoſt an alien to the hearts 


ol all the court and princes of my blood, 
| The hope and expectation of thy time 
ls ruin'd, and the ſoul of every man 


9 prophetically does fore- think thy fall. 
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Had I ſo laviſn of my preſence been, N 


© With ſhallow jeſters, and raſh bavin wits, 
© Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt; carded his ſtate, 
* Mingled his royalty with carping fools, 
Had his great name profaned with their ſcorns, 
© And gave his countenance, againſt his name, 
To laugh at gybing boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs, vain comparative: 

© Grew a companion to the common ſtreets, 
Enfeoff'd himſelf to popularity: 

© That being daily ſwallow'd by men's eyes, 

© They ſurfeited with honey, and began 

To loath the taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof little 


s 
© So common: hackney'd in the eyes of men, c : 
© So {tale and cheap to vulgar company 1 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, c Fa 
Had (till kept loyal to poſſeſſion, c A 
© And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment, gu 
© A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. © 
By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir 1 
gut like a comet I was wondred at! | «0h, 
© That men would tell their children, this is he, Ty 
Others would ſay, where? which is Bolingbroke ? c Be 
© And then I ſtole all courteſie from heay'n, 1 
And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch humility, = 23 = 
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, | Wi 
© Loud ſhouts and ſalutations from their mouths, | Bur 
© Even in the preſence of the crowned king. gave 
Thus I did keep my perſon freſh and new, | Wh 
My preſence like a robe pontifical, Mal 
© Ne'er ſeen, but wonder'd at; and ſo my ſtate, 1 
© Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a feaſt, Ben 
And won, by rareneſs, ſuch ſolemnity. The 
© The skipping king, he ambled up and down As 
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© More than alittle, is by much too much. 

* So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but as the cuckow is in June, 

© Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, 

* Aﬀord no extraordinary gaze; 

such as is bent on ſun-like majeſty, 

* When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring eyes: 

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down, 
* Slept in his face, and rendred ſach aſpect 

* As cloudy men uſe to their adverſaries, 

© Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full, 
And in that very line, Harry, ſtand'ſt thou; 


For thou halt loſt thy princely privilege 


With vile participation. Not an eye, 
But is a-weary of thy common fight, 


| Save mine, which hath deſir'd to ſee thee more; 
Which now doth, what I would not have it do, 
| Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs. 


P. HENRY. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious 


Be more my ſelf, [lord, 


K. HEN RV. For all the world, 


As thou art at this hour, was Richard then, 
When I from France ſet foot at Ravenſpurg; 
And ev'n as I was then, is Percy now, 
Now by my ſcepter, and my ſoul to boot, 
He hath more worthy intereſt to the ſtate, 
Than thou, the ſhadow of ſucceſſion ! 

For of no right, nor colour like to right, 
Hie doth fill fields with harneſs in the realm, 
Turns head againſt the lion's armed jaws; 
And being no more in debt to years than thou, 
| Leads ancient lords and rey'rend biſhops on, 
Io bloody battels, and to bruiſing arms. 


Vol. IV. 1 
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What never-dying honour hath he got 

Againſt renowned Dowglas, whoſe high deeds; 
Whole hot incurſions, and great name in arms, 
Holds from all ſoldiers chief majority, 

And military title capital, 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice hath this Hot-ſpur Mars in ſwathing cloaths, 
This infant warrior, in his enterpriſes, 

Diſcomfited great Dowglas, ta'en him once, 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne. 

And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
Th' Archbiſhop's grace of York, Dowglas and Morti— 
Capitulate againſt us, and are up. mer, 
But wherefore do ] tell this news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near'ſt and deareſt enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, through vaſlal fear, 
Baſe inclination, and the ſtart of ſpleen, 

To fight againſt me under Percy's pay, 

To dog his heels, and curt'ſie at his frowns, 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate, 


P.HENRY. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it (o: 


And heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'! 
Your majeſty's good thoughts away from me. 

I will redeem all this on Percy's head, 

And in the cloſing of ſome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that I am your ſon: 

When I will wear a garment all of blood, 

And ſtain my favours in a bloody mask, 

Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the day, when e'er it lights, 

That this ſame child of honour and renown, 


it ſo: 
way'd 
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This gallant Hot-ſpur, this all- praiſed knight 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet, 
For every honour ſitting on his helm, 
Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 
T' engroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf: 
And I will call him to ſo ſtrict account, 
That he ſhall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the ſlighteſt worſhip of his time, 
Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart. 
This, in the name of heav'n, I promiſe here: 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your majeſty, may ſalve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperature; 
If not, the end of life cancels all bonds, 
And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. 
K. HE NR v. A hundred thouſand rebels die in this! 
Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſoveraign truſt herein. 
Euter BLuxT. 
How now, good Blunt? thy looks are ſull of ſpeed. 
BLUNT. So is the buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſeat word, 
That Dowglas and the Engliſh rebels met 
TY eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
If promiſes be kept on every hand, 
As ever offer'd foul play in a ſtate. [day: 
K. HENRY. The earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to. 
With him my ſon, lord John of Lancaſter, 
For this vations; is five days old. 
3-2 
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On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward: 
On Thuriday, we our ſelves will march: our meeting 
Is at Bridgnorth ; and Harry, you ſhall march 
Through Glo'ſterſhire: * by which, ſome twelve days 
hence 

Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet. 
Our hands are full of buſineſs: let's away, 
+ Advantage feeds them fat, while we delay, 

[ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


Tavern in EFAST-CHEAP. 
Enter FALSTAFF and BARDOLPH. 


Far. Bardolph, am I not fall'n away vilely, ſince 
this laſt action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? 


why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady's looſe 


gown : I am withered like an old apple John. Well, 
i'll repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome 
liking: I ſhall be out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall 
have no ſtrength to repent. An I have not forgotten 
what the inſide of a church is made of, I am a pepper- 
corn, a brewer's horſe; the inſide of a church! compa- 
ny, villainous company hath been the ſpoil of me. 

BakD. Sir John, you are fo fretful, you cannot 
live long. 

Far. Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy ſong, 
to make me merry: I was as virtuovſly given, as a 
gentleman need to be; virtuous enough; ſwore little; 
diced not above ſeven times a week; went to a bawdy- 


* by which account 
Our baſineſt valued, ſame twelve days hence 
Cur geucral forces — 


+ Advautage feeds him fat, while men delay. Firit edition, 


nt, 


* 
tio? 


Kino HENRY IV. III. 5. 69 


houſe not above once in a quarter of »n hour; paid 
mony that I borrow'd, three or four times; liv'd well, 
and in good compaſs; and cow I live out of all order, 
out of all compaſs. 

BaRD. Why, you are fo fat, Sir John, that you 
mult needs be out of all compaſs, out of all reaſonable 
compaſs, Sir John. 

Far. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my 
life. Thou art our admiral, thou be:reſt the lanthorn 
in the poop, but 'tis in the noſe of thee ; thou art the 
knight of the burning lamp. 

BARD, Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

FAL. No, I'll be ſworn; I make as good uſe of it, 


as many a man doth of a death's head, or a memento 
| mori, I never ſee thy face, but I think upon hell fire, 
and Dives that liv'd in purple; for there he is in his 
| robes burning. If thou wert any way given to virtue, 
I would ſwear by thy face; my oath ſhould be, by hit 
| fire; but thou art altogether given over; and vert in- 
{ deed, but for the light in thy face, the ſon of utter 
| darkneſs, When thou rann'ſt up Gads-hill in the night 
| to catch my horſe, if I did not think thou haſt been an 
Ignis ſatuus, or a ball of wild-fire, there's no purchaſe 
in mony. O thou art a perpetual triumph, an everlaſt- 
ing bonfire light; thou halt ſaved me a thouſand marks 
in links and torches, walking with th-e in the night 
detwixt tavern and tavern; but the ſack that thou haſt 
drunk me would have bought me lights as good cheap, 
| atthe deareſt chandler's in Europe. I have maintain'd 
| that ſalamander of yours with fire, any time this two 


and thirty years, heav'n reward me for it. 
Ba RD. Sblood, I would my face were in your belly. 
Fax. God-a-mercy ! ſo ſhould I be ſure to be heart- 


| burg'd, 
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Enter HosTEss, = 
How now, dame Partlet the hen, have you enquir'd yet if h. 
who pick'd my pocket. wol 

Hos r. Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir 

pcs John? do you think I keep thieves in my houſe? 1 
1g. have ſearch'd, I have enquir'd, ſo has my husband, Ent 

4 man by man, boy by boy, ſervant by ſervant: the tight 
ty of a hair was never loſt in my houſe before. ] 
1 Far. Le lie, hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and mul 
1 loſt many ahair; and Ill be ſworn my pocket was pick d; ] 
is. ! go to, you are a woman, g0. ] 
5 Hos r. Who I? I deſie thee; I was never call'd ſo ] 
if | in mine own houſe before. hoy 
4 FAL, Go to, I know you well enough. neſt 
i] Hos r. No, Sir John: you do not know me, Sir John; I 
| 1 I know you, Sir John; you owe me mony, Sir John, ] 
„ and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it. Ibought I 
{1 you a dozen of ſhirts to your back. | 
ih FAL. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them away ar re 
| to baker's wives, and they have made boulters of them. bay 
0 Hos r. Now as I am a true woman, Holland of eight ] 
Fl ſhillings an ell: you owe mony here beſides, Sir John, I 
3 for your diet, and by-drinkings, and mony lent you, bon 
1 four and twenty pounds. gra 
| . | Far. He had his part of it, let him pay. ] 
$ 5 Hos r. He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. ] 
ll Fal. How! poor? look upon his face: what call you 
. "1M | you rich? let him coin his noſe, lethim coin his cheeks: of) 
1 „ | I'll not pay a denier, What, will you make a yonker wo! 
Wet ; of me? ſhall I not take mine eaſe in mine inn, but I ] 
'$ „ ö ſhall have my pocket pick'd ? I have loſt a ſeal ring 1 
1 N of my grandfather's worth forty mark. hoc 
»f | HosT. O Jeſa! I have heard the prince tell him, ] 
38 I know not how oft, that the ring was copper. pru 
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Fal. How? the prince is a Jack, a ſneak-cup; and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if he 
would ſay ſo. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Prince HE xx marching, and FALSTAFF meets 
him, playing on his truncheon like a fife, 

Far. How now, lad? is the wind in that door? 
muſt we all march ? 

BARD. Yea, two and two, Newgate faſhion, 

HosT. My lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. HENRY. What ſay'ſt thou, miſtreſs Quickly? 
how does thy husband? I love him well, he is an ho- 
neſt man, 

HosT. Good, my lord, hear me. 

FAL. Pr'ythee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. HENRY. What ſay'ſt thou, Jack? 

Far. The other night I fell aſleep here behind the 
arras, and had my pocket pickt: this houſe is turn'd 
bawdy-houſe, they pick pockets, 

P. HENRY. What didſt thou Joſe, Jack? 

Far. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four 
bonds of forty pounds a- piece, and a ſeal-ring of my 
grandfather's, 

P. HENRY. A trifle, ſome eight-penny matter. 

Hos r. So I told him, my lord; and ] ſaid, I heard 
your grace ſay ſo: and, my lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth'd man as he is, and faid he 
would cudgel you. 

P. HExnRY, What! he did not? 

HosT. There's neither faith, truth, nor woman- 
hood in me elſe. 

FAL. There's no more faith in thee than in a ſtew'd 

prune; no more truth in thee than in a drawn fox; and 
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for woman-hood, niaid-Marian may be the deputy's 
wiſe of the ward to thee. Go you thing, go. 
HosT. Say, what thing? what thing? 
Fat, What thing? why a thing to thank God on, 
Hosr, Iam nothing to thonk God on, I would thou 
ſhould'ſt know it: Tam an honeſt man's wife; and fet- 
ting thy knighthood aſide, thou art a knave to call me 
ſo. 
Far. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a beaſt 
to ſay otherwiſe. 
HosT. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou. 
FAL. What beaſt? why an otter, 
P. HENRY. Anotter, Sir John, why an otter ? 
FAL. Why? ſhe's neither fiſh nor fleſh; a man 
knows not where to have her, 
HosT. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying ſo: thou, 
or any man, knows where to have me; thou knave thou, 
P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, hoſteſs, and he ſlan- 
ders thee moſt groſly. 
Hos r. So he doth you, my lord, and ſaid this o- 
ther day, you ow 'd him a thouſand pound. 
P. HEN Rv. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand pound! 
FaL. A thouſand pound, Hal? a million; thy love 
is worth a million: thou ow 't me thy love. 
Hos r. Nay, my lord, he call'd you Jack, and ſaid 
he would cudgel you. | 
FAL. Did I, Bardolph ? 
BAR D. Indeed, Sir john, you ſaid ſo. 
Far. Yea, if he ſaid my ring was copper. 
P. HENRY. I fay 'tis copper. Dar'ſt thou be as 
as thy word now ? 
FAL. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a 
man I dare; but as thou art a prince, I fear thee, as! 
fear the roaring of the lion's whelp. 
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P. Hex RV. And why not as the lion? 

Fa L. The king himſelf is to be fear'd as the lion; 
doſt thou think 1'1] fear thee, as I fear thy father? nay, 
if I do, let my girdle break. 

P. HENRY. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts 
fall about thy knees! but, ſirrah, there's no room for 
faith, truth, nor honeſty, in this boſom of thine; it is 
all fill'd up with guts and midriff. Charge an honeſt 
woman with picking thy pocket! why thou whorſon, 
impudent, imboſt raſcal, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket but tavern reckonings, memorandums of baw- 
dy-houſes, and one poor penny-worth of ſugar-candy 
to make thee long-winded; if thy pocket were enrich'd 
with any other injuries but theſe, I am a villain; and 
yet you will ſtand to it, you will not pocket up wrongs. 
Art thou not aſham'd ? 

Far, Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou knowſt in the 
ſtate of innocency, Adam fell: and what ſhould poor 


jack Falſtaff do, in the days of villainy ? thou ſeeſt, 1 


have more fleſh than another man, and therefore more 
frailty, You confeſs then you pickt my pocket ? 

P. HENRY. It appears ſo by the ſtory. 

Far. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: go make ready break- 
faſt; love thy husband, look to thy ſervants, and che- 
riſh thy gueſts: thou ſhalt find me tractable to any ho- 
neſt reaſon: thou ſeeſt, I am pacify'd ſtill. Nay, I 


pr'ythee be gone. 
| [ Exit Hoſteſs. 
Now, Hal, to the news at court for the robbery, lad: 
now is that anſwer'd ? 

P. HENRY. O my ſweet beef, I mult ſtill be good 
angel to thee, Ihe mony is paid back again. 

FAL. O, I do not like that paving back; tis a double, 
labour, | 
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P. HEnRy. Tam good friends with my father, and 
may do any thing. 
Fal. Rob me the exchequer the ſirſt thing thou do'ſt, 
and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. 
BARD. Do, my lord, 
P. HENRVY. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge 
of foot. 
FaL. I would it had been of horſe. Where ſhall 
I find one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine thief, of 
two and twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly un- 
provided, Well, God be thanked for theſe rebels, they 
offend none but the virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe 
them. 

P. HENRY. Bardolph. 

BAR D. My lord, 

P. HExRv. Go bear this letter to lord John of Lan- 
caſter, to my brother John. This to my lord of Welt 
morland, go Peto, to horſe; for thou and I have thirty 
miles to ride yet ere dinner time. Jack, meet me to- 
morrow in the Temple-Hall at two a clock in the after- 
noon, there ſhalt thou know thy charge, and there 
receive mony and order for their furniture, 

The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 
And either they or we mult lower lye. 


FaL. Rare words! brave world! hoſteſs, my break: 


faſt, come: 
Oh, I could wiſh this tavern were my drum! 


[Exzunt 
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ALI SENSE. F 
At SHREWSBURY. 


Enter HoT-SpPUR, WORCESTER, and DowGLASs. 


HoT-SPUR. 


E LL ſaid, my noble Scot; if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 
As not a ſoldier of this ſeaſon's ſtamp 
Should go ſo gen'ral currant through the world. 
By heav'n, I cannot flatter: I deſie 
The tongues of ſoothers. But a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man than your ſelf. 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord. 
Dow. Thou art the king of honour: 
No man ſo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will beard him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Hor. Do, and 'tis well ——— what letters haſt 
thou there ? 
I can but thank hou. 
Mess. Theſe come from your father. 
Ho r. Letters from him? why comes he not himſelf? 
Mes s. He cannot come, my lord, he's grievous ſick. 
Hor. Heav'ns! how has he the leiſure to be ſick 
In ſuch a juſtling time? who leads his power; 
Under whoſe government come they along ? 
Mess. His letters bear his mind, not This mind. 
Wor. Ipr'ythee tell me, doth he keep his bed? 
Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere! ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 
He was much fear'd by his phyſician. 
Wok. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
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Ere he by ſickneſs had been viſited; 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Ho r. Sick now? droop now? this ſickneſs doth 
The very life- blood of our enterprize ; [infect 
"Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here, that inward ſickneſs 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawn : nor thought he meet 
Jo lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On any ſoul remoy'd, but on his own. 

Yet doth hegive us bold advertiſement, 

That with our ſmall conjunction we ſhould on, 
To fee how fortune is diſpos'd to us: 

For, as he writes, there 1s no quailing now, 
Becauſe the king is certainly poſſeſt 

Of all our purpoſes, What ſay you to it ? 

Wok. Your father's ſickneſs is a maim to us, 

Ho r. A perillous gaſh, a very limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, 'tis not; his preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it, Were it good, 
To let the exact wealth of all our ſtates 
All at one caſt? to ſet ſo rich a * main 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour, 

It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom, and the ſoul of hope, 
The very liſt, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our fortunes. 
Dow. Faith, akd ſo weſhould; 
Where now remains a ſweet reverſion. 
We now may boldly ſpend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 


Hor. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 
| 6 mine. 


-. 
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If that the devil and miſchance loog big Wt 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs, 1 
WoOoR. But yet I would your father had heen here: U. 
The quality and * hair of our attempt 
Brooks no diviſion: it will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſdom, loyalty, and meer diſlike 
” our proceedings, kept the earl from hence. 
d think, how ſuch an apprehenſion, 1 4 
3 turn the tide of fearful faction, 111 
And breed a kind of queſtion in oor cauſe: Wt 
For well you know we of th' offending (ide, Wl! | 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement, | — 1 
And (top all fight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The eye of r22{on may pry in upon us: 1 


This abſence of your father draws a curtain, WT | | 

That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear ml 

Before not dreamt upon. Nl [| 
Hor. You (train too far. il 1 


I rather of his abſence make this uſe: 141 
It lends a luſtre, and more great opinion, | 11 
A larger þ glare to your great enterpriſe, | bs 
Than if the carl were here: for men mult think, | 

| 


It we without his help can make a head, | 
To puti againſt the kingdom: with his help, | | 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſy-turvy/down. | 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 11 

Dow. As heart can think; there is not ſuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this 9 term of fear. 


* beir. + offering. + dare. F dream. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Sir RICHARD VERNON, 


Hor. My coulin Vernon, welcome by my ſoul. 
VER. Pray God my news be wortha welcome, lord. 
The earl of Weſtmorland, ſev'n thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither, with prince John of Lancaſter, 
Hor. No harm; what more? 
VER. And further, I have learn'd, 
The king himſelf in perſon bath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty preparation, 
Hor. Heſhall be welcome too: where is his ſon ? 
The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daft the world aſide 
And bid it paſs. 
VER. All furniſht, all in arms, 
All plum'd like eſtridges, that with the wind 
* Baited like cagles, having lately bath'd: 
Glittering in golden coats like images, 
As full of ſpirit as the month of May, 
And gorgeous as the ſun at Midſummer, 
x Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
$i; I ſaw young Harry, with his beaver on, 
His þ+ cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe from the ground like feather'd Mercury; 
And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſeat, 
As if an angel dropt down from the clouds, 0 
To turn and wind a ſiery Pegaſus, 
And ꝗ᷑ witch the world with noble horſemanſhip. 
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Hor. No more, no more; worſe than the ſun in 
March, 
This praiſe doth nouriſh agues; let them come. 
They come like ſacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of ſmoaky war, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 
The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar fit 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my horſe, 
Who is to bear me like a thunder-bolt, 
Againſt the boſom of the prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry ſhall, and horſe to horſe 
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a coarſe, 
Oh, that Glendower were come. 
VER. There is more news : 
I learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his pow'r this fourteen days. 
Dow. That's the worſt tidings that I hear of yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound. 
Hor. What may theking's whole battlereach unto ? 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. 
Hor. Forty let it be, 
My father and Glendower being both away, 
The pow'r of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 
Come, let us take a muſter ſpeedily : 
Dooms - day is near; die all, die merrily. 
Dow. Talk not of dying, 1am out of fear 
Of death, or death's hand, ſor this one half year. 
[Exeunt. 
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$SCENE-UI. 


Enter FALSTAPF and BARDOLPH. 

Fa L. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fi! 
me a bottle of fack : our ſoldiers ſnall march through: 
we'll to Sutton-cop-hijlto-night. 

BARD. Will you give me mony, captain? 

FAL. Lay out, lay out. 

BAR D. This bottel makes an angel. 

Fal. And if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it 
make twenty, take them all, I'll an{wer the coynage, 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the'town's end. 

BaRD. Iwill, captain; farewel. [Exit, 

Far, If I be not aſham'd of my ſoldiers, 1 at. a 
fowc'd gurnet: I have mif-us'd the king's preſs dam- 
nably. © I have got in exchang>of an hundred and fifty 
© ſoldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I preſs me 
© none but good houſhelders, yeomen's ſons; enquire 
© meout-contracted batchelors, ſuch as had been ask'd 


rice on the banes: ſuch a commadityof warm flayes, 


Cs as had as lieve hear the devil, as a drum; ſuch as fear 


© the report of a culyerin, worſe than a ftruck-fowl, or 


* hurt wild duck, I preſs me none but fuch toaſts and 
© butter, with hearts in their bollies no bigger than pins 
heads, and they have bought out their ſervices ; and 
now my whole charge confilts of ancients, corporale, 

© lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, ſlaves as ragged 
© as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where the glutton's 
* dogs licked his ſores; and ſuch as indeed were never 
* ſoldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt ſervingmen, younger 
© ſons to younger brothers: revolted tapſters, and oll- 


lers trade · fall'n, the cankers of a calm world and long 


peace; ten times more diſhonourably ragged, than 
an old fac'd ancient; and ſuch have I to fill up th: 
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© rooms of them that have bought out their ſervices; 
© that you would think I had a hundred and fifty tat- 
* ter'd prodigals, lately come from the ſwine-keeping, 
from cating draff and husks. A mad fellow met me 
© on the way, and told me, I had unloaded all the gib- 
* bets, and preſt the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen 
* ſuch skare-crows : I'll not march through Coventry 


* with them, that's flat. Nay, and the villains march 


* wide betwixt the legs, as if they had 4 gyves on; 
for indeed, I had the moſt of them out of priſon. 
© There's but a ſhirt and a half in all my company; 
and the half ſhirt is two napkins tack'd together, and 
* thrown ovar the ſhoulders likea herald's coat without 
* ſleeves; and the ſhirt, to ſay the truth, ſtoll'n from 

my hoſt of St: Albans; or the red-nos'd inn-keeper 

* of Daintry. But that's all one, they'll find linnen e- 

*nough on every hedge. | 

Enter Prince HENRY, and WESTMORLAND. 

P. HENRY, How now, blown Jack? how now, 
quilt ? 

Far. What, Hal? how now, mad wag, what a 
devil do'ſt thou in Warwickſhire? my good lord of 
Weſtmorland; I cry you mercy, I thought your honour 
had already been at Shrewsbury. 

WEST. Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time that 
I were there, and you too; but my powers are there 
already. The king, I can tell you, looks for us all; 
we muſt away all to night, 

FAL. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a cat, 
to ſteal cream, 

P. HENRY. I think to ſteal cream indeed, for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter; but tell me, Jack, 
whoſe fellows are theſe that come after ? 
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Far. Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. HENRy. I never did ſee ſuch pitiful raſcals, 

Far. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs: food for pow- 
der, food for powder; they'lIl fill a pit, as well as bet- 
ter; tuſh man, mortal men, mortal men, 

WEST. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare, too beggarly. 

FAL. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where 
they had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they 
never learn'd that of me. 

P. HENRY. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call 
three fingers on the ribs, bare. But, ſirrah, make haſte, 
Percy is already in the field. | 

Far. What, is the king encamp'd? [long. 

WEs r. He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſtay too 

Far. Well, 

The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt, [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
A SHREWSBURY. 


Enter Hor-Srux, WORCESTER, DOWGLAS and 
VERNON. 
Hor. We'll fight with him to-night. 
Wor. It may not be. 
Dow. You give him then advantage. 
VER. Not a whit. 
Hor. Why ſay you ſo? looks he not for ſupply? 
VER. So do we. 
Hor. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
Wor. Good couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to-night. 
VER. Do not, my lord. 
Dow. You do not counſel well; 
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You ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart. 

VER. Do me no ſlander, Dowglas: by my life, 
And Idare well maintain it with my life, 
If well reſpected honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives, 
Let it be ſeen to-morrow in the battel, 
Which of us fears. 

Dow. Yea, or to-night. 

VER. Content, 

Hor. To night, ſay I. 

VER. Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of ſuch great leading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition; certain horſe 
Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up, 
Your uncle Worceſter's horſe came but to-day, 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horſe is half, half of himſelf. 

Hor. So are the horſes of the enemy, 
In gen'ral, journey-bated, and brought low: 
The better part of ours are full of reſt. 

Wor. The number of the king's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay till all come in, 

[The trumpet ſounds a parley, 


SC ENEV. 
Enter Sir WALTER BLUNT. 
BLUNT. Icome with gracious offers from the king, 
If you vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect, 
Hor. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: and would to 
You were of our determination : [God 


Some of us love you well; and ev'n thoſe ſome 
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Far. Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. HE xRV. I never did ſee ſuch pitiful raſcals, 

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs: food for pow - 
der, food for powder; they'll fill a pit, as well as bet - 
ter; tuſh man, mortal men, mortal men, 

WEST. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare, too beggarly. 

FAL. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where 
they had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they 
never learn'd that of me. 

P. HENRY. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call 
three fingers on the ribs, bare. But, ſirrah, make haſte, 
Percy is already in the field. 

Far. What, is the king encamp'd? [long. 

WES r. He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſtay too 

FAL. Well, 

The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
A SHREWSBURY. 


Enter HoT-SrUR, WORCESTER, DOWGLAS and 


VERNON. 


Hor. We'll fight with him to-night. 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dow. You give him then advantage. 

VER. Not a whit, 

Hor. Why ſay you ſo? looks he not for ſupply ? 
VER. So do we. 

Hor. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Good couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to-night. 
VER. Do not, my lord. 
Dow. You do not counſel well; 


Kino HENRY IV. IV. 4. 83 bi 


You ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart. | Il 
VEr. Do me no ſlander, Dowglas: by my life, | 


fo And Idare well maintain it with my life, wil 
* If well reſpected honour bid me on, | 
I hold as little counſel with weak fear, \ 
K- As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives. 
Let it be ſeen to-morrow in the battel, 19 
re Which of us ſears. 
y Dow. Yea, or to-night. 
VER. Content. W's 
JW! Hor. To night, ſay I. 11 
e. VER. Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of ſuch great leading as you are, J. 
g. That you foreſee not what impediments 


50 Drag back our expedition; certain horſe 1 
Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up, Wy 
Your uncle Worceſter's horſe came but to-day, i [4 
t. And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, kl 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 4 
That not a horſe is half, half of himſelf. 1 

Hor. So are the horſes of the enemy, * 
In gen'ral, journey-bated, and brought low : | 11 
ud The better part of ours are full of reſt. | 
Wor. The number of the king's exceedeth ours: 

For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay till all come in, 

| [The trumpet ſounds a parley. 


SC ENEV. 
＋ Enter Sir WALTER BLUNT. 
BLUNT. Icome with gracious offcrs from the king, 
If you vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect, 
. Hor. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: and would to 
Vou were of our determination: [God 


Some of us love you well; and ev'n thoſe ſome 
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Envy your great deſervings, and good name, 
Becaule you are not of our quality ; 
But ſtand againſt us like an enemy. 

BLUNT. And heav'n defend, but (till I ſhould ſtand fo, 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You ſtand againſt anointed majelly. 
But to my charge. The king hath ſent to know 
The nature of your griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the breaſt of civil peace 
Such bold hoſtility, teaching his dutious land 
Audacious cruelty, If that the king 
Have any way your good deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 
Ne bids you name your griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your deſires, with intereſt: 
And pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
Hercin mil-Jed by your ſvggeſtion. 

Ho r. Theking is kind: and well we know, the king 
Knows at what time to promiſe, when to pay. 
My father and my uncle, and my ſelf, 

Did give him that ſame royalty he wears: 

And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 

Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded out-law, ſneaking home, 

My father gave him welcome ta the ſhore: 

And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but duke of Lancaſter, | 
To ſue his livery and beg his peace, 

With tears of innocence and terms of zeal ; 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 

Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
They more aud leſs came in with cap and knee, 
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Met him in boroughs, cities, villages, 
Attended him on bridges, ſtood in lanes, 
Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs, as pages * following him 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as greatneſs knows it ſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurg: 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edits, and ſome [trait decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the common- wealth; 
Cries out upon abuſes, ſeems to weep 
Over his country's wrongs; and by this face, 
This ſeeming brow of juſtice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for: 
Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the fav'rites that the abſent king, 
In deputation left behind him here, 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh war. 
BLUNT, I came not to hear this. 
Hor. Then to the point. 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the king, 
Soon after that depriv'd him of his life: 
And in the neck of that, task'd the whole ſtate. 


To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his kinſman March, 


( Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his king) to be encag'd in Wales, 
There without ranſom, to lie forfeited ; 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy victories, 


| Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 


Rated my uncle from the council-board, 


Follou'd. 
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In rage diſmiſs'd my father from the court, 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in concluſion drove us to ſeek out 

This head of ſafety; and withal to pry 

Into his title too, the which we find 

Too indirect, for long continuance. 
BLUNT. Shall I return this anſwer to the king ? 
Hor. Not ſo, Sir Walter; we'll withdraw a while: 

Go to the king, and let there be impawn'd 

Some ſurety for a ſafe return again 

And in the morning early ſhall my uncle 

Bring him our purpoſes: and fo farewel. [love. 
BLuwnT. I would you would accept of grace and 
Hor. It may be, ſo we ſhall. 


BLUNT. Pray heav'n you do. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter the Archbiſhop of York, and Sir MiCuELL. 

Yorx. Hie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed brieſ 

With winged haſte to the lord Mareſhal, 

This to my couſin Scroop, and all the reſt 

To whom they are directed: if you knew 

How much they do import, you wou'd make haſte, 
Sir Mich. My lord, I gueſs their tenour. 
York. Like enough. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michell, is a day 

Wherein the fortune of ten thouſand men 

Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 

As J am truly giv'n to underſtand, 

The king, with mighty and quick-raiſed power, 

Meets with lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michell, 

What with the ſickneſs of Northumberland, 

Whoſe pow'r was in the firſt proportion; 

And what with Owen Glendower's abſence thence, 


e. 


nd 


C. 
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Who with them was * a þ rated ſinew too, 
And comes not in, o'er-rul'd by prophecies; 
I fear the pow'r of Percy is too weak, 

To wage an inſtant tryal with the king. 


Sir Mien. Why, my good lord, there's Dowglas, 


and lord Mortimer. 
YoRKx. No, Mortimer is not there. [ Percy, 
Sir Micn. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Harry 
And there's my lord of Worceſter, and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 
York. And fo there is: but yet the king hath drawn 
The ſpecial head of all the land together: 
The prince of Wales, lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt ; 
And many more corrivals, and dear men 
Of eſtimation and command in arms. [oppos'd, 
Sir Mich. Doubt not, my lord, they ſhall be well 
Yorx. I hope no leſs: yet needful 'tis to fear, 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed; 
For if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Diſmiſs his power, he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our confederacy, 
And 'tis but wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 
To other friends; and fo farewel, Sir Michell. 
| [Exeunt. 


rated firmly. 


+ a rated ſine w, ſo the firſt edition, i. e. accounted a ſtrong 
aid, 
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A'QGT-Y..SCENTE-T 
SHREWSBURY. 


Enter King HE XR, Prince e WaLEs, Lord Joux 
of LANCASTER, Earl WESTMORLAND, Sir 
WALTER BLUNT, and FALSTAFF. 


K. HENRY. 
O W bloodily the ſun begins to peer 
Above yon busky hill: the day looks pale 
At his diſtemperature. 
p. HExR v. The ſouthern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpoſes, 
And by his hollow whiltling in the leaves, 
Foretels a tempeſt, and a bluſt'ring day. 
EK. HENRY. Then with the loſers let it ſympathize; 
For nothing can ſeem foul to thoſe that win. 
[The trumpet ſounds. 
Enter WORCESTER, [well, 


K. HENRY. How now, my lord of Wor'ſter ? *tis not 


That you and I ſhould meet upon fuch terms 

As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our truſts, 

And made us doff our eaſie robes of peace, 

To cruſh our old limbs in ungentle ſteel: 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well; 

What ſay you to't? will you again unknit 

This churliſh knot of all-abhorred war, 

And move in that obedient orb again, 

Where you did givea fair and natural light; 

And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a portent 

Of broached miſchief, to the unborn times ? 
Wor. Hear me, my liege: 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
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To entertain the lag- end of my life 
With quiet hours: for I do proteſt, 
I have not ſought the day of this diſlike. 
K. HENRY. You have not ſought it, Sir? how 
comes it then ? 

FAL. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

P. HENRY, Peace, | Chevet, peace. 

Wok. Itpleas'd your majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of favour, from my ſelf, and all our houſe; 
And yet I muſt remember you, my lord, 
We were the ſirſt and deareſt of your friends: 
For you, my ſtaff of office did I break 
In Richard's time, and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: 
It was my ſelf, my brother, and his ſon, 
That brought you home, and boldly did out- dare 
The dangers of the time. You ſwore to us, 
And you did ſwear that oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing purpoſe 'gainlt the (tate, 
Nor claim no further than your new-fall'n right, 
The ſeat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this, we ſware our aid: but in ſhort ſpace 
It rain'd down fortune ſhow'ring on your head, 
And ſuch a flood of greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the abſent king, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 
The ſeeming ſuff rances that you had born, 
And the contrarious winds that held the king 
So long in the unlucky Iriſh wars, 
That all in England did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarm of fair advantages 

+ Chevet, fr. a bolſter. 
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You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the gen'ral ſway into your hand; 

Forgot your oath to us at Doncaſter ; 

And being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 

As that ungentle gull, the cuckow's bird, 

Uſetk the ſparrow; did oppreſs our neſt, 

Grew by our feeding to ſo great a bulk, 

That ev'n our love durſt not come near your ſight 

For fear of ſwallowing; but with nimble wing 
Wie were inforc'd for ſafety's ſake to fly 

Out cf your fight, and raiſe this preſent head: 

Whereby we {tand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your ſelf have forg'd againſt your ſelf, 
zy unkind uſage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth, 

Sworn to us in your younger enterprize. 

K. Henry, Theſe things indeed you have articu- 
Proclaim'd at market croſſes, read in churches, [ lated, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poor diſcontents; 
Which gape, and rub the elbow at the news 
Of hurly-burly innovation? 

And never yet did inſurrection want 

Such water- colours, to impaint his cauſe; 

Nor moody beggars, ſtarving for a time 

Of pell-mell havock and confuſion. 

Pi. HE NR v. In both our armies, there is many aſou' 

Shall pay full dearly for this bold encounter, 

If once they join in tryal. Tell your nephew, 
The prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praiſe of Henry Percy: by my hopes, 

(This preſent«<nterprize ſet off his head) 

do not think a braver geatleman, 


cu; 


ed, 
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More active, valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble deed, 
For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry, 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 
Yet this before my fatker's majeſty, 
I am content that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great name and eſtimation, 6. 
And will, to ſave the blood on either ſide, 
Try fortune with him, in a ſingle fight. 
K. HENRY. And, prince of Wales, ſo dare we ven- 


Albeit, conſiderations infinite [ ture thee, 


Do make againſt it; no, good Wor'lter, no, 

We love our people well; even thole we love 

That are miſ-led upon your coulin's part: 

And will, they take the offer of our grace; 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 

Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his. 

So tell your coulin, and return me word 

What he will do. But if he will not yield, 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they ſhall do their office. So be gone, 

We will not now be troubled with reply ; 

We offer fair, take it adviſedly, [ £>/7 Worceiter. 
P. HexRy. It will not be accepted, on my life. 

The Dowglas and the Hot-ſpur both together 

Are conſident againſt the world in arms. 
K. HENRY. Hence therefore, every leader to his 

For on their anſwer will we ſet on them: charge. 

And God befriend us, as our cauſe is juſt. [ Exeart, 
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SCAMS 
Manent Prince HENRY and FALSTAFE. 


FAL. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the battel, and 
beſtride me, ſo; tis a point of friendſhip. 

P. HEnRY. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thec 
that friendſhip; ſay thy prayers, and farewel. 

Far. I would it were bed time, Hal, and all well. 

P. HENRY. Why, thou oweſt Heav'n a death. 

FAL. Tis not due yet: I would be loath to pay him 
before his day. What need I be ſo forward with him 
that calls not on me? well, 'tis no matter, honour 
pricks me on. But how if honour prick me off when I 
come on? © how then? can honour ſet to a leg? no. 
or an arm? no. or take away the grief of a wound? 
no. honour hath no skill in ſurgery then? no. What 
is honour? a word. what is that word honour? air; 
© a trim reckoning. who hath it? he that dy'd a Wed- 
© neſday. doth he feel it? no. doth he hear it? no. 
is it inſenſible then? yea, to the dead. but will it not 
© live with the living? no. why? detraction will not 
© ſuffer it, therefore I'll none of it. honour is a meer 
* ſcutcheon, and ſo ends my catechiſm. [Extt. 


| 8 G. EN E III. 
Enter WORCESTER, and Sir RICHARD VERNON- 
Wok. O no, my nephew mult not know, Sir Rich- 
The liberal kind offer of the king. Card, 
VER. *'T were belt he did. 
Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The king ſhou'd keep his word in loving us; 
He vill ſuſpect us ſtill, and find a time 
To puniſh this lace in other faults: 
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Suſpicion, all our lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of eyes; 
For treaſon is but truſted like the fox, 
Who ne'er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 


1d Will have a wild trick of his anceſtors, 

Look how we can, or ſad, or merrily, 
ec Interpretation will miſquote our looks; 

And we ſhall feed like oxen at a ſtall, 

: The better cheriſh'd, {till the nearer death, 

Aly nephew's treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
m It hath th' excuſe of youth and heat of blood, 
m And an adopted name of privilege, 
ur A hare-brain'd Hot-ſpur, govern'd by a ſpicens 
11 All his offences live upon my head, 
o. And on his father's. We did train him on, 
2 And his corruption being ta'en from us, | 
at We as the ſpring of all, ſhall pay for all. | 
rs Therefore, good couſin, let not Harry know | 
d- In any caſe, the offer of the king. 1 
o. VER. Deliver what you will, III ſay 'tis ſo. | 
ot Here comes your couſin. | 
ni SCENE IV. [| 
it, Enter HO T-SPUR and DOWGLAS. {1 


Hor. My uncle is return'd: 
Deliver up my lord of Weſtmorland. 


N » Uncle, what news ? | 1 
h- Wok. The king will bid you battel preſently. 
d, Dow. Deſie him by the lord of Weſtmorland. 


Hor. Lord Dowglas, go you then and tell him ſo. 
Dow. Marry I ſhall, and very willingly. 

[Exit Dowglas. 
Wor. There is no ſeeming mercy in the king. 1 
Hor. Did you beg any? God forbid, 1 | 
Wo. I told him gently of our grievances, 1.1 
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Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn, 
He calls us rebels, traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 
Enter DOWGLAS, 
Dow. Arm, gentlemen, to arms; for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in king Henry's teeth : 
And Weſtmorland that was ingag'd did bear it, 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 
Wor. The prince of Wales ſtept forth before the 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle fight. [king, 
Hor. O, would the quarrel lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath to day, 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his talking, ſeem'd it in contempt ? 
VER. Noby my ſoul: I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg'd more modeſtly, 
Unleſs a brother {hould a brother dare, 
To gentle exerciſe and proof of arms, 
He gave you all the duties of a man, 
Trim'd up your praiſes witha princely tongue, 


Spoke your deſcrvings like a chronicle, 


Making you ever better than his praiſe; 
And which became him like a prince indeed, 
He made a bluſhing + cital of himſelf, 

And chid his truant vouth with ſuch a grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double ſpirit, 

Of teaching, and of learning inſtantly. 
There did he pauſe; but let me tell the world, 
If he out- live the envy of this day, 

England did never owe ſo ſweet a hope, 

So much miſconſtrued in his wantonneſs, 


+ cital, for taxation, 
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Hor. Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies; never did I hear 
Of any prince ſo wild a liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a ſoldier's arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my courteſie. 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And fellows, ſoldiers, friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than J, that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with perſuaſion. 


SCENE TV. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mx ss. My lord, here are letters for you. 
Hor. Icannot read them now. 
O gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort: 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho' life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at th' arrival of an hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on kings: 
If die; brave death, when princes die with us. 
Now for our conſciences, the arms are fair, 
When the intent for bearing them is juſt. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Mess. My lord, prepare, the king comes on apace. 
Hor. I thank him, that he cuts me from my tale, 
For I profeſs not talking: only this, 
Let each man do his beſt. And here draw I 
A ſword, whoſe temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt blood that I can meet withal, 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 
Now + Eſperance! Percy, and ſet on: 


+ This was the word of battel en Perey's ſide, Ste Tall”. 
Ciron. ſol. 22. 
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Sound all the lofty inſtruments of war; 
And by that muſick let us all embrace 
For ( heav'n to earth) ſome of us never ſhall 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſie. 
[They embrace, then exeunt. The trumpets ſound. 


GENE XI. 
The King entreth with his power ; Alarm to the battel, 
Then enter DowG Las and Sir WALTER BLUNT. 
BLuNT, What is thy name, that thus in battel 
croſſeſt me ? 
What honour doſt thou ſeek upon my head? 
Dow. Know then, my name is Dowglas, 
And ] do haunt thee in the battel thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a king. 
BLUNT. They tell thee true. 
Dow. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, king Harry, 
This {word hath ended him, fo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my priſoner. 
BLUNT, I was not born to yield,thou haughty Scot, 
And thou ſhalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. | 
Fight, BLUNT if flain: then enter Ho T-SPUR. 
Hor. O Dowglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon 
I never had triumphed o'er a Scot, {thus, 
Dow. All's done, all's won, here breathleſs lies 
HoT. Where? [the king. 
Dow, Here. 
Hor. This, Dowglas? no: I know tis ſace full 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blur t, [well, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the king himſelt. 
Dow. Ah! fool go with thy ſoul whither it goes, 
A borrow'd title haſt thou bought too dear. 
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Why didſt thou tell me that thou wert a king? 


Hor. The king hath many marching in his coats. 
Dow. Now by my ſword, I will kill all his coats, 
I'II murther all his wardrobe piece by piece, 
Until I meet the king. 
Hor. Up and away, 
Our ſoldiers ſtand full fairly for the day, [᷑Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Alarm, enter Fa LS TAF /olus. 
Far. Though I could ſcape ſhot- free at London, I 
fear the ſhot here: here's no ſcoring, but upon the 
pate. Soft, who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? there's 


| honour for you; here's no vanity: Iam as hot as 


moulten lead, and as heavy too: heav'n keep lead out 
of me, I need no more weight than mine own bowels. 
I have led my rag-o-muffians where they are pepper'd ; 
there's not three of my hundred and fifty leſt alive; 
and they are for the town's end, to beg during life.. 
But who comes here ? 
Enter Prince HE NRx. 
P. HE xRVY. What, ſtand'ſt thou idle here? lend me 
thy ſword, | 

Many a noble man lies ſtark and ſtiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Whoſe deaths are unreveng'd. Lend me thy ſword. 

FAL. O Hal, Ipr'ythee give me leave to breathe a 
while. Turk Gregory never did ſuch deeds in arms, as 
I have done this day. I have paid Percy, I have made 
him ſure, 

P. HENRY. Ile is indeed, and living to kill thee: 
Ipr'ythee lend me thy ſword. 

Fa L. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou gett'ſt not 
my ſword: but take my piſtol if thou wilt. 

Vol. IV. N 
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P. HE x Rv. Give it me: what, is it in the caſe ? 
FAL. Ay Hal, tis hot. There's that will ſack a 
city. [The Prince draws out a battle of ſack. 
P. HENRY. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? 
[Throws it at him, and exit. 
Far. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him; if he do 
come in my way, ſo; if he do not, if I come in his, 
willingly, let him make a carbonado of me. I like not 
ſuch grinning honour as Sir Walter hath; give me 
life, which if I can fave, ſo; if not, honour comes un- 
look'd for, and there's an end. [Extt. 


SCENE VIII. 


Alarm, Excurſions, enter the King, the Prince, Lord 


John 7 LanNCasSTER, and the Farl of WEsST- 
MORLAND, | 


K. HENRY. I pr'ythee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, 
thou blæeedeſt too much: Lord John of Lancaſter, go 
you with him. 

LAN. Not I, my lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 

P. Henky, I do beſeech your Majeſty make up, 
Leſt your retirement do amaze your friends. 

K. HE NR. I will do ſo: 

My lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his tent. 
WES r. Come my lord, I'll lead you to your tent. 
P. HEN RV. Lead me, my lord! I do not need your 
help, 
And heav'n forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 
Where (tain'd nobility lies trodden on, 
And rebels arms triumph in maſſacres. 


Lan. We breath too long; come couſin Weſtmor- 
land, | 
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Our duty this way lies, ſor heav'ns ſake come. 
P. HENRY. By heav'n then haſt deceiv'd me, 
Lancaſter, 
I did not think thee lord of ſuch a ſpirit: 
Before, Ilov'd thee as a brother, John; 
But now, I do reſpect thee as my ſoul, 
K. HENRY. I ſaw him hold lord Percy at the 
point, 
With luſtier maintenance than I did look for 
Of ſuch an ungrown warrior. 

P. HENRY. Oh this boy | 
Lends mettle to us all. [ Ex. 
Manet King HENRY. Enter DowGLAS. 

Dow. Another king? they grow like Hydra's heads: 
I am the Dowglas fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit'{t the perſon of a king? 

K. HENRY. The king himſelf, who, Dowglas , 

grieves at heart 

So many of his ſhadows thou halt met, 
And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the field; 
But ſeeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily 
I will aſſay thee: ſo defend thy ſelf. 

Dow. I fear thou art another counterfeit; 
And yet in faith thou bear'ſt thee like a king: 
But mine I'm ſure thou art, whoe'er thou be, 
And thus I win thee, 

"They falt: the king being in danger, 


Enter Prince HENRY. 


P. HENRY, Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art 
like 
Never to hold it up again: the ſpirits 
N 2 
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Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. ä 
[They fight, Dowgla: flzeth. 
Chearly, my lord; how fares your grace? 
Sir Nicholas Gawſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And ſo hath Clifton: I'll to Clifton trait. 
K. HENRvy. Stay, and breathe a while, 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt opinion, 
And ſhew d thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my life, 
In this fair reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 
P. Henry, O Heav'n, they did me too much in- 
jury, 
That ever ſaid I hearken'd for your death. 
If it were ſo, I might have let alone 
Th' inſulting hand of Dowglas over you, 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 
As all the pois'nous potions in the world, 
And fay'd the treach'rous labour of your ſon. _ 
K. Hz xR V. Make up to Clifton, I'll to Sir Nicholas 
Gawſey. LExtt. 


SCENE: IX. 


Enter Ho T-5PUR. 


Hor. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. IIE NR V. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I would deny my 
name. 
Ho r. My name is Harry Percy. 
P. HENRY. Then I ſee 
A very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales: and think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in glory any more: 
Two ſtars keep not their motion in one ſphere, 
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Nor can one England brook a double reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Ho r. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to heay'n 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine. 

P. HE NR x. I'll make it greater, ere I part from 

thee; 

And all the budding honours on thy creſt 
I'll crop, to make a garland for my bead. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

[ Fight. 
Enter FALSTAFF, 


Far, Well ſaid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay, you ſhall 
find no boys play here, I can tell you. 


Enter DowG L a3, he fights auith Fa us TA PF, who falls 
down as if he were dead, The Prince kills PER cv, 


Hor. Oh Harry thou haſt robb'd me of my youth: 
better brook the loſs of brittle life, | 
Than thoſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; 

They wound my thoughts worſe. than thy ſword my 
fleſh : 

But thought's the ſlave of life, and life time's fool; 

And time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 

Mult have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, 

But that the “ earthy and cold hand of death, 

Lyes on my tongue: no, Percy, thou art duſt, 

And food for [ Dies. 

P. HENRY, Worms, brave Percy. Fare thee well! 
IIl-weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 

VV hen that this body did contain a ſpirit, 


* earth, and the 
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A kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound: 
But now two paces of the vileſt earth 
Is room enough! this earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a gentleman, 
If thou wert ſenſible of courteſie, 
I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of zeal. 
But let my favours hide thy mangled face, 
And ev'n in thy behalf, I'll thank my ſelf 6 
For doing theſe fair rites of tenderneſs, 
Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to heav'n, 
Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph. 
[He ſees Falſtaff. 
What! old acquaintance! could not all this fleſh 
Keep in a little life? poor Jack farewel. 
I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 
O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 
If I were much in love with vanity. 
Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a deer to-day, 
Though many a dearer in this bloody fray : - 
Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, 
Till then, in blood by noble Percy lye. [Exit 


SCENE: X. 


— 


FAL STAFF riſes. 


FAL. Imbowell'd! if thou imbowel me to-day, I'll 
give you leave to powder me, and eat me to-morrow ! 
Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot terma- 
gant Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit ! 
I lie, Iam no counterfeit; to die, is to be a counter- 
feit, for he is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath 
not the life of a man: but to counterfeit dying, when 
2 man thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but rhe 
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true and perſect image of life indeed. The better part 
of valour is diſcretion; in the which better part, I have 
ſaved my life. I am afraid of this gun-powder Percy, 
though he be dead. How if he ſhould counterfeit too, 
and riſe? Tam afraid he would prove the better coun- 
terfeit; therefore I'll make him ſure; yea, and I' 
ſwear Ikill'd him. Why may not he riſe as well as I? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body ſees me. 
Therefore, firrah, with a new wound in your thigh 
come you along with me. [Takes Hot-ſpur on his back. 


S GEN E XI. 


Enter, Prince HENRY and ou of LANCASTER. 


P. Henry. Come brother John, full bravely haſt 
thou fleſht 

Thy maiden ſword. 

Lax. But ſoft, whom have we here ? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

P. HENRY. I did, I ſaw him dead, 
And breathleſs on the ground: art thou alive, 
Or is it fancy plays upon our eye- ſight? 1 
I pr'ythee ſpeak, we will not truſt our eyes if 
Without our ears: thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. | 

FA I.. No, that's certain; Lam not a double man; 
but if I am not Jack Falſtaff, then am I a lack: there 
is Percy, if your father will do me any honour, ſo; if 
not, let him kill the next Percy himſelf. I look either 
to be earl or duke, I can aſſure you. 

P. HENRY. Why, Percy I kill'd my ſelf, and ſaw 
thee dead, 

FAL. Did'ſt thou? lord, lord, how the world is 
given to lying! I grant you I was down, and out of 
breath, and fo was he; but we roſe both at an inſtant, 
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and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury clock; if I may 
be believed, ſo ; if not, let them that ſhould reward va- 


Jour bear the ſin upon their own heads. I'Il take't on 


my death I gave him this wound in the thigh: if the 
man werealive, and would deny it, I would make him 
eat a piece of my ſword, 
LAN. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that e'er I heard. 
P. HENRY, This is the ſtrangeſt fellow, brother 
John, 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back: 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happieſt terms I have. 
DL Retreat is ſounded, 
The trumpets ſound retreat, the day is ours: 
Come brother, let's to th' bigheſt of the field, 
To ſee what friends are living, who are dead. CE xeunt, 
Far. I'll follow as they ſay, for reward. He that 
rewards me, heav'n reward him. If I do grow great 
I'll grow leſs ; for III purge, and leave fack, and live 
cleanly, as a noble man ſhould do. [Exit. 


C EN E XII. 


The trumpets ſound: Enter King Hex RY, Prince of 


. WaLEs, Lord Joan of Lancaſter, Earl Wes T- 
MORLAND, with WORCESTER and VERNON 
Priſoners. 


EK. HENRT. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. 
Wr-fpirited Wor'ſter, did we not ſend grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ? 

And would'ſt thou turn our offers contrary ? 

Miſuſe the tenor of thy kinſman's truſt ? 

Three knights upon our party ſlain to-day, 

A noble earl, and many a creature elſe, 
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Had been alive this bour, 
If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 


Wor. What I have done, my fafety urg'd me to, 


And I embrace this fortune gptiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 
K. HENRY. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon 
too. 
Other offenders we will pauſe upon. 
[Exe, Worceſter and Vernon. 
How goes the field ? 
P. Hexzy, The gallant Scot, lord Dowglas, when 
he ſaw | 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him, 
The noble Percy ſlain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt ; 
And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruis'd 
That the purſuer s took him. At my tent 
The Dowglas is, and I beſeech your grace 
I may diſpoſe of him. 
K. HENRY. With all my heart. 
P. HENRY. Then brother John of Lancaſter, to you 
This honourable bounty ſhall belong: 
Go to the Dow glas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleaſure, ran ſomleſs and free: 
His valour ſhewn upon our creſts to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Ev'n in the boſom of our adverſaries. 


* Lan, I thank your grace for this high courtelie, 


Which I ſhall give away immediately, 
K. Henry. Then this remains; that we divide. 
our power. 


* Theſe two lines added out of the firſt edition. 
VoL. IV. O 


106 The Firſt Part of &c. 


You ſon John, and my couſin Weſtmorland, 
Tow'rds York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed, 
To meet Northumberland and prelate Scroop, 

Who, as we hear, are buſily in arms. 

My ſelf and my ſon Harry will tow'rds Wales, 

To fight with Glendower and the earl of Marche, 
Rebellion in this land ſhall Joſe his ſway, 

Meeting the check of ſuch another day ; 

And fince this buſineſs ſo far fair is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won, [Exe 


THE END. 
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A8 I. 


INDUCTION. 


Enter RUMOUR, * painted full of tongues. 


PEN your ears: for which of you will ſtop 
The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour ſpeaks? 
I from the orient to the drooping welt 
Making the wind my poſt-horſe, (till unfold 


Ihe acts commenced on this ball of earth. 
V Upon my tongues continual ſlanders ride, 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
=> Stuffing the ears of * men with falſe reports: 
Il ſpeak of peace, while covert enmity 

+ Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds the world: 
And who but Rumour, who but only I, 
Make fearful muſters and prepar'd defence, 
Wbilſt the big year, ſwoln with ſome other griefs, 
Is thought with child by the ſtern tyrant war, 
And no ſuch matter? Rumour is a pipe 

2 Blown by ſurmiſes, jealouſies, conjectures; 


And of ſo eaſie and ſo plain a ſtop, 
* This direction, which is only to be found in the firſt edition 


I in quarto of 1600, explains a paſſage in what follows, otherwiſe 


obſcare. 
+ them. 
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That the blunt monſter with uncounted heads, 
The ſtill-diſcordant-wavering multitude 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my houſhold ? why is Rumour here? 

I run before king Harry's victory, 

Who in a bloody field by Shrewsbury 

Hath beaten down young Hot-ſpur and his troops; 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 

Even with the rebels blood. But what mean I 
To ſpeak * ſo true at firſt ? my office is 

To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hot- ſpur's ſword; 
And that the king before the Dowglas rage 
Stoop'd his anointed head as low as death. 

This have I rumour'd through the peaſant towns; 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury, 

And this worm-eaten hole of ragged ſtone, 
Where Hot-ſpur's father, old Northumberland 
Lies crafty- ſicx. The polts come tiring on, 
And not a man of them brings other news 


Than they have learn'd of me. From Rumour's 


tongues, 
They bring ſmooth comforts falſe, worſe than true 
wrongs. | [Extt. 
SCENE I. 


NORTHUMBERLAND's Caſtle. 

Enter Lord BaxDoLen, and the Porter at one door. 
BaRD. HO keeps the gate here, hoa ? where is 
| the Earl ? 

Pox r. What ſhall I ſay you are? 
* of truth, 
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true 


bor. 
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Bap. Tell thou the Earl, 
That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
PorT. His lordſhip is walk'd forth into the or- 
chard; 
Pleaſe it your honour knock but at the gate, 
And he himſelf will anſwer. 
Enter NORTHUMBERLAND. 
BAK D. Here's the Earl. 
NoR TH. What news, lord Bardolph? ev'ry mi- 
nute now | 
Should be the father of ſome ſtratagem. 
The times are wild : contention, like a horſe 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him. 
BaRD. Noble Earl, 
I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 
NoR TH. Good, if heay'n will! 
BAR D. As good as heart can wiſh: 
The king is almoſt wounded to the death: 


And in the fortune of my lord your fon, 


Prince Harry ſlain outright; and both the Blunts 

Kill'd by the hand of Dowglas; young prince John, 

And Weſtmorland, and Stafford, fled the field. 

And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk Sir John, 

Is priſoner to your fon. O, ſuch a day, 

So fought, ſo follow'd, and ſo fairly won, 

Came not till now, to digniſie the times 

Since Caeſar's fortunes. 

Nok TH. How is this deriv'd? 

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury ? 

Bap. I ſpake with one, my lord, that came from 
thence, 

A gentleman well bred, and of good name, 


4 That freely render'd me theſe news for true. 
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NoxrTH. Here comes my ſervant Travers, whom 
I ſent | 
On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after news, 
BarD. My lord, I over-rode him on the way, 
And he is furniſh'd with no certainties, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me. 


| | SCENE II. 
Enter TRAVERS. 

| NorTH. Now Travers, what good tidings come 
| | with you ? | 


4 TRA. My lord, Sir John Umfrevil turn'd me back 
| With joyful tidings; and being better hors'd 
| Out-rode me. After him came ſpurring hard 
A gentleman, almoſt ſore-ſpent with ſpeed, 
That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe: 
 Heask'd the way to Cheſter; and of him 
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury ? 
He told me, that rebellion had ill luck, 
And that young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold, 
With that he gave his able horſe the head, 
And bending forward, ſtruck his * agile heels 
Againſt the panting ſides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel head, and ſtarting ſo, 
He ſeem'd in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 
NorTH. Ha? again: 
Said he young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold ? 
Rebellion had ill luck? 
BarxD., My lord Tl tell you. . 
If my young lord your ſon have not the day, 1 
Upon mine honour, for a ſilken point ; 
T'll give my barony, Ne'er talk of it, 


able. 
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whom Nox rx. Why ſhould the gentleman that rode by 
Travers 
Give then ſuch inſtances of loſs ? 
. Bak D. Who he? 


He was ſome * hilding fellow, that had ſtol'n 
The horſe he rode on; and upon my life 
| Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more news, 


SCENE III. 


come Enter MORTON, 
Nox TH. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
e back Foretels the nature of a tragick volume : 


So looks the ({trond, + whereon th' imperious flood 

Hath left a witneſs'd uſurpation. 

Say, Morton, didſt thou come from Shrewsbury? 
Mor. Iran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord. 

Where hateful death put on his uglieſt mask 
To fright our party. 

Nonru. Howdoth my ſon, and brother? 
Thou trembleſt ; and the whiteneſs in thy check . 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even ſuch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, fo dead in look, ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd: 

But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue: 

And I, my Percy's death, ere thou report'ſt it. 
This thou would'ſt ſay: your ſon did thus, and thus; 
Your brother, thus : ſo fought the noble Dowglas : 

4 Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds, 
But in the end, to ſtop mine ear indeed, 
Thou haſt a zh to blow away this praiſe, 

Ending with brother, ſon, and all, are dead! 


+ * hilding, for hinderling ; i. e. baſe, degenerate. + when the 
Vox. IV. B 


ſe: 
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Mor. Dowglas is living, and your brother, yet; 
But for my lord your ſon 


NokRTH. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue ſuſpicion hath; 
He that but fears the thing he would not know, 
Hath, by inſtinct, knowledge from other eyes, 
1 That what he feardi is chanc'd, Yet Morton, ſpeak : 2 
1 Tell thou thy Earl, his divination lies; 
"I And I vill take it as a ſweet diſgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
| | | Mor. You are too great, to be by me gainſaid: 
1 Your ſpirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
1 NoRTH. Yet for all this, ſay not that Percy's dead. 
„ I ſee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye: 
1 Thou ſhak'ſt thy head, and hold'ſt it fear, or ſin, 
ll | To ſpeak a truth, If he be ſlain, ſay ſo: 
l | The tongue offends not, that reports his death: 
And he doth fin that doth belie the dead, 
Not he, which ſays the dead is not alive. 
Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a loſing office: and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen bell, 
Remember d, tolling a departing friend. 
BARD. I cannot think, my lord, your ſon is dead. 
Mor. I'm ſorry I ſhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to heav'n I had not ſeen. 
But theſe mine eyes ſaw him in bloody ſtate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath'd, 
To Henry Monmouth ; whoſe ſwift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the earth, 
From whence, with life, he never more ſprung up. 
In few; his death, whoſe ſpirit lent a fire 
Even to the dulleſt peaſant in his camp, 
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 


yet; 


nſaid: 
dead. 
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From the beſt temper'd courage in his troops. 
For from his metal was his party ſteel'd; 

Which once in him abated, all the reſt 

Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy lead. 


And as the thing that's heavy in its ſelf, 
- Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed; 


So did our men, heavy in Hort-ſpur's loſs, 

Lend to this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That arrows fled not ſwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our ſoldiers aiming at their ſafety, 

Fly from the field. Then was that noble Wor'ſter 
Too ſoon ta'en priſoner : and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Dowglas, whoſe well-labouring ſword 
Had three times ſlain th*appearance of the king, 
*Gan vail his ſtomach and did grace the ſhame 

Of thoſe that turn'd their backs, and in his flight 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The ſum of all 


Is, that the king hath won: and hath ſent out 
A ſpeedy pow'r encounter you, my lord, 


Under the condu of young Lancaſter 
And Weſtmorland. This is the news at full. 
NorrTH. For this, I ſhall have time enough to 
mourn, 
In poiſon there is phyſick : and this news, 
That would, had I been well, have made me lick, 


Being ſick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 


And as the wretch whoſe feaver-weaken'd joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient ofhis fit breaks like a fire 


Out of his keeper's arms; even ſo my limbs 
Weaken'd with grief, being now inrag'd with grief, 


Arethrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel 


| Muſt glove this hand. And hence thou ſickly quoif, 


B 2 


—— 
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| Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 
||| Which princes fleſt'd with conqueſt aim to hit. 
1 4 Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The ragged'ſt hour that time and ſpight dare bring, 
To frown upon th'enrag'd Northumberland! 
© Let heav'n kiſs earth | now let not nature's hand 
| © Keep the wild flood confin'd; let order die, 
| And let this world no longer be a ſtage 
(| To feed contention in aling'ring act: 
* But let one ſpirit of the ſirſt- born Cain 
© Reign in all boſoms, that each heart being ſet 
1 On bloody courſes, the rude ſcene may end, 
| | And darkneſs be the burier of the dead! 
ZE * BaRD. This ſtrained paſſion doth you wrong my 
| | : lord; . 
| | Sweet Earl, divorce not wiſdom from your honour, 
| Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
| | Lean on your health, the which if you give o'er 
IN | To ſtormy paſſion, mult perforce decay. 
| | + You caſt th'event of war, my noble lord, 
Wi And ſumm'd the account of chance, before you ſaid 
Let us make head: it was your preſurmiſe, 
Jill That in the dole of blows, your ſon might drop: 
| You knew he wzlk'd o'er perils, on an edge 

Jill | More likely to fall in, than to get o'er: 
ih | You were advis'd his fleſh was capable 


— ß —— P[—Ü8— — 
2 — — — 


* This line is only in the editions, till that in folio of 
firſt edition, where it is ſpoken 1623. JJ very great number 
by Umfreville, who ſpeaks no of other lines in this play are 
| where elſe. It ſeemg neceſſary inſerted after the firſt edition in 
| to the connection. like manner, but of ſuch ſpirit 
| + The fourteen lines, from and maſtery, generally, that the 
| hence to Bardolph's next ſpeech, inſertions are plainly by Shake- 
are not to be found in the firſt ſpear bimſelf. 
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Of wounds and ſcars; and that his forward ſpirit 
Would lift him where moſt trade of danger rang'd: 
Yet did you ſay, Go forth. And none of this, 
Though ſtrongly apprehended, could reſtrain 

The ſtiſſ· born action. What hath then befall'n, 

Or what hath this bold enterprize brought forth, 
More than that being, which was like to be ? 

BaRD, We all, that are engaged to this loſs, 
Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dang'rous ſeas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one: 
And yet we ventur'd for the gain propos'd, 
Choak'd the reſpect of likely peril fear d; 

And ſince we are o'er-ſet, venture again. 
Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 

Mor. Tis more than time; and my molt noble lord, 
I hear for certain, and do ſpeak the truth : 

The gentle arch-biſhop of York is up 
With well-appointed powers; he is a man 
Who with a double ſurety binds his followers, 

* My lord, your ſon, had only but the corps, 


But ſhadows, and the ſhews of men to fight. 


For that ſame word, rebellion, did divide 

The action of their bodies from their ſouls ; 

And they did fight with quaeſineſs, conſtrain'd 

As men drink potions, that their weapons only 
Seem'd on our ſide: but for their ſpirits and ſouls, 
This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 


As fiſh are ina pond. But now the biſhop 


Turns inſurrection to religion; 


Suppos' d ſincere and holy in his thoughts, 


He's follow'd both with body and with mind: 


* All the following lines to the end of this ſpeech are not in 
the firſt edition, 


— —— ——ů ty cr — —— 
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And doth enlarge his rifing with the blood 

Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret ſtones; 

Derives from heav'n his quarrel and his cauſe; 

Tells them, he doth beſtride a bleeding land 

Gaſping for life, under great Bolingbroke : 

And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. 
NorTH. Iknew of this before: but to ſpeak truth, 


This preſent grief hath wip'd it from my mind. 


Go in with me, and counſel every man 

The apteſt way for ſafety and revenge: 

Get poſts, and letters, and make friends with ſpeed, 
Never ſo few, nor never yet more need. F[Exeurt, 


SCENSE-IV; 
A Street in London. 


Enter Sir JohN FaALSTAFF, with his Page bearing 
his ſword and buckler. 
Irrah, you giant, what ſays the doctor to my 
water ? | 

Pace. He ſaid, Sir, the water itſelf was a good 
* healthy water. But for the party that own'd it, he 
might have more diſeaſes than he knew for, 

FAL. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me. 


FAL. 


The brain of this fooliſh-compounded-clay, Man, is 


not able to invent any thing that tends to laughter, 
more than I invent, or is invented on me. I am not 
only witty in myſelf, but the cauſe that wit is in other 
men. I do here walk before thee, like a ſow, that hath 
overwhelmed all her litter, but one, If the prince put 
thee into my ſervice for any other reaſon than to ſet 


me off, why then I have no judgment. Thou whor- 


fon mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn in my cap, 
than to wait at my heels, I was never mann'd with an 
healing. 
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apot till now: but I will ſet you neither in gold nor 
filver, but in vile apparel, and ſend you back again to 
your maſter, for a jewel. The juveri/, the prince your 
maſter! whoſe chin is not yet fledg'd; I will ſooner 


have a beard grow in the palm of my hand, than he 
ſhall get one on his cheek: yet he will not ſtick to ſay, 
his face is a ſace royal. Heay'n may finiſh it when it 
will, it is not a hair amiſs yet : he may keep it ſtill as 
a face-royal, for a barber ſhall never earn ſixpence out 
of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if he had writ 
man ever ſince his father was a batchelor. He may 
keep his own grace, but he is almoſt out of mine, I can 
aſſure him. What ſaid Mr, Dombledon, about the 
ſatten for my ſhort cloak and ſlops ? 

PAGE. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better 
aſſurance than Bardolph : he would not take bis bond 
and yours, he lik'd not the ſecurity. 

Far. Let him be damn'd like the glutton, may his 
tongue be hotter, a whorſon Achitophel, a raſcally- 
yea-forſooth-knave, to bear a gentleman in hand, and 
then ſtand upon ſecurity? the whorſon-ſmooth-pates 
do now wear nothing but high ſhoes, and bunches of 
keys at their girdles; and if a man is thorough with 
them in honeſt taking up, then they muſt ſtand upon 
ſecurity : T had as lief they would put rats-bane in my 
mouth, as offer to ſtop it with ſecurity. I looked he 
ſhould have ſent me two and twenty yards of ſatten, as 
Lam a true knight, and he ſends me ſecurity. Well, he 
may ſleep in ſecurity, for he hath the horn of abun- 
dance. And the lightneſs of his wife ſhines through it, 
and yet cannot he ſee, though he have his own lan- 


| thornto light him. Where's Bardolph ? 


Pac E. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your wor- 
ſhip a horſe, 


* 
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FAL. I bought him in Paul's, and he'll buy me a 
horſe in Smithfield. If I could get me but a wife in the 
ſtews, I were mann'd, hors'd, and wiv'd. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Chief Juſtice, and Servants, 


PAGE, Sir, here comes the nobleman that commit- 
ted the prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph. 

Far, Wait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 

Cu. JusT. What's he that goes there? 

SERv. Falſtaff, and't pleaſe your lordſhip, 

Cu. Jus r. He that was in queſtion for the robbery? 

SERV. He, my lord. But he hath ſince done good 
ſervice at Shrewsbury: and, as I hear, is now going 
with ſome charge to the lord John of Lancaſter. 

Cn. JusT. What, to Vork? Call him back again, 

SERv, Sir John Falſtaff, 

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

Pac. You muſt ſpeak louder, my maſter is deaf. 

CH. Jus r. I am ſure he is, to the hearing of any 
thing good. Go pluck him by the elbow. I mult 

ak with him. 

SERV. Sir John. 

FAL. What! a young knave and beg! are there 


not wars? is there not employment ? doth not the 


King lack ſubjects? do not the rebels need ſoldiers? 
though it be a ſhame to be on any fide but one, it is 
worſe ſhame to beg, than to be on the worſt fide, were 
it worſe than the name of rebellion can tell how to 
make it. 

SERv. You miſtake me, Sir. 

FAL. Why, Sir, did I ſay you were an honeſt man! 
ſetting my knight-hood and my ſoldierſhip aſide, 1 
had lied in my throat, if I had ſaid ſo, 
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SERV. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your knight-hood 
and your ſoldierſhip aſide, and give me leave to tell 
you, you lie in your throat, if you ſay I am any other 
than an honeſt man. 

FL. I give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay aſide 
that which grows to me? if thou gett'ſt any leave of 
me, hang me; if thou tak'ſt leave, thou wer't better be 
hang'd : you hunt-counter, hence; avaunt. 

SERV. Sir, my lord would ſpeak with you. 

Cn. Jus r. Sir John Falſtaff, a word with you. 
Fax. My good lord! God give your lordſhip good 
time ofday, Iam glad to ſee your lordſhip abroad ; I 
heard ſay, your lordſhip was ſick. I hope your lord- 
ſhip goes abroad by advice. Your lordſhip, though 
not clean paſt your youth, hath yet ſome ſmack of age 
in you: ſome reliſh of the ſaltneſs of time; and I moſt 
humbly beſeech your lordſhip, to have a reverend care 
of your health, 

Ca, JusT. Sir John, I ſent for you before your 
expedition to Shrewsbury. | 
Fa. If it pleaſe your lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty 
is return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales, | 
Cn. JvsrT, I talk not of his Majeſty: you would 
not come when I ſent for you ? 

FAL. And I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fall'n 
into this ſame whorſon apoplexy. 

Cn. JusT, Well, heav'n mend him. I pray let me 
ſpeak with you. 
FL. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of le- 
thargy, an't pleaſe your lordſhip, a kind of ſleeping in 
the blood, a whorſon tingling. 

Cn. Jus r. What tell you me of it? be it as it ĩs. 


Far. It hath its original from much grief; from 
| Vor. IV, 
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ſtudy and perturbation of the brain. I have read the 
cauſe of it in Galen. It is a kind of deafneſs. 

CH. JusT. I think you are fall'n into that diſeaſe: 
for you hear not what I ſay to you. 

Far. Very well, my lord, very well: rather, an't 
pleaſe you, it is the diſeaſe of not liſt'ning, the malady 
of not marking, that I am troubled withal. | 

Cu. JusT. To puniſh you by the heels, would a- 
mend the attention of your ears; and I care not if 1 
be your phylician. 

FAL. I am as poor as Job, my lord; but not ſo 
patient: your lordſhip may miniſter the potion of im- 
priſonment to me, in reſpect of poverty; but how I 
ſhould be your patient to follow your preſcriptions, 
the wiſe may make ſome dram of a ſcruple, or indeed, 
a ſcruple itſelf. 

CH. JusT. I ſent for you, when there were mat- 
ters againſt you for your life, to ſpeak with me. 

FAL. As Iwas then advis'd by my counſel learned 
in the laws of this land-ſervice, I did not come. 

Ca. JusT. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live 
in great infamy. 

Far. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live 
in leſs. 

CH, JusT. Your means are very ſlender, and your 
waſte great. 

FAL. I wbuld it were otherwiſe: I would my means 
were greater, and my waſte ſlenderer. 

CH. JusT. You have miſ-led the youthful prince. 

Far. The young prince hath miſ-led me. 1 am the 
fellow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Cn. JusT, Well, I am loth to gall a 3 d 


wound ; yourday's ſervice at Shrewsbury hath a little 


gilded over your night's exploit on Gads-hill. You 
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may thank the unquiet time, for your quiet o er · poſt- 
ing that action. 

Fai, My lord? 

Cu. jus r. But ſince all is well, keep it ſo: wak 
not a ſleeping wolf. | 
Far. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a fox. 

Cu. Jus r. What? you are as a candle, the better 


part burnt out. 


FAL. A waſſel candle, my lord; all tallow: but if 
I did ſay of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Cu. Jus r. There is not a white hair on your face, 
but ſhould have his effect of gravity. 

FAL. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Cn. Jus r. You follow the young prince up and 

down, like his evil angel. 

Far. Not ſo, my lord, your ill angel is light, but 
I hope he that looks upon me, will take me without 
weighing; and yet, in ſome reſpects I grant, I cannot 
go ;—— 1 cannot tell; virtue is of fo little regard in 
theſe coſtor-mongers days, that true valour is turned 


+ bear-herd, Pregnancy is made a tapſter, and hath his 


quick wit waſted in giving recknings; all the other 
gifts appertinent to man, as the malice of this age 
ſhapes them, are not worth a gooſe-berry. You that 
are old, conſider not the capacities of us that are young; 
you meaſure the heat of our livers, with the bitterneſs 
of your galls; and we that are in the & va-ward of our 
youth, I muſt confeſs are wags too. 

Cn. Jus r. Do you ſet down your name in the 


| crow! of youth, that are written down old, with all 


the characters of age? have you not a moiſt eye? a 
Qry hand? a yellow check? a white beard? a decrea- 


ſing leg? an increaſing belly? is not your voice broken? 


* Va-ward, i. e. yan-guard, 
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your wind ſhort? * your chin double? your wit ſingle? 
and every part about you blaſted with antiquity ? and 
will you yet call yourſelf young? fie, fie, he, Sir 
Tohn, 

Far, My lord, I was + born about three of the 
clock in the afternoon, with a white head, and ſome- 
thing a round belly. For my voice, I have loſt it with 
hallowing and ſinging of anthems, To approve my 
youth further, I will not. The truth is, I am only old 
in judgment and underſtanding, and he that will caper 
with me for a thouſand marks, let him lend me the 
money, and have at him. For the box o'th' ear that the 
prince gave you, he gave it like a rude prince, and you 
took it like a ſenſible lord. I have checkt him for it, 
and the young lion repents: marry not in aſhes and 
ſack-cloth, but in new ſilk and old ſack. 

Cu. JusT, Well, heay'n ſend the prince a better 
companion. 

FAL. Heav'n ſend the companion a better prince: 
I cannot rid my hands of him, 

CH. JusT. Well, the king hath ſever'd you and 
prince Harry. J hear you are going with lord John of 
Lancaſter, againſt the archbiſhop and the earl of Nor- 
thumberland. 

Far, Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet wit for it; 
but look you pray, all you that kiſs my lady peace at 


home, that our armies join not in a hot day: for 


take but two ſhirts out with me, and I mean not to 
ſweat extraordinarily : if it be a hot day, if I brandiſh 
any thing but a bottle, would I might never ſpit white 
again. There is not a dangerous action can peep out 


* your wind ſhort, your wit ſingle, 
+ added from the firſt edition, 
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bis head, but I am thruſt upon it. Well, T cannot laſt 
ever. but it was always the trick of our Engliſh 
nation, if they have a good thing to make it too com- 
mon. If ye will needs ſay Tam an old man, you ſhou'd 
give me reſt: I would to God my name were not ſo 
terrible to the enemy as it is! I were better to be 
eaten to death with a ruſt, than to be ſcour'd to no- 
thing with perpetual motion. 

Cn. jus r. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and heav'n 
bleſs your expedition. 

Far, Will your lordſhip lend me a thouſand pound, 
to furniſh me forth ? 

CH. jus r. Not a penny, not a penny; you are too 
impatient to bear croſſes. Fare you well. Commend 
me to my couſin Weſtmorland. Exit. 

FAL. If I do, fillip me with a + three- man- beetle. 
A man can no more ſeparate age and covetouſneſs, 
than he can part young limbs and letchery: but the 
gout galls the one, and the pox pinches the other, 
and ſo both the degrees prevent my curſes. Boy. 

PAGE. Sir. 

Far. What money is in my purſe ? 

PAGE, Seven groats, and two pence. 

FAL. I can get no remedy againſt this conſumption 
of the purſe. Borrowing only lingers and lingers it 
out, but the diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this letter 
to my lord of Lancaſter, this to the prince, this to 
the earl of Weſtmorland, and this to old Mrs. Ur- 


ſula, whom I have weekly ſworn to marry ſince I per- 
wecived the firſt white hair on my chin. About it; you 
know where to find me. A pox of this gout, or a gout 


* Theſe following periods are reſtor'd from the firſt edition. 


T three-man-beetle, i. e. a rammer big enough to require 
bree men to lift it. 
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of this pox; for the one or th'other plays the rogue 
with my great toe: it is no matter, if I do halt, I have 
the wars for my colour, and my penſion ſhall ſeem the 
more reaſonable: a good wit will make uſe of any 
thing; I will turn diſeaſes to commodity, [Exeurt. 


SCENE VI. 
K. 


Enter Arch-biſhop of LVoxx, HAsrixds, Thomas 
Mow BRAY ( Earl Marſhal) and Lord BAR DOL YA. 
YORK. HUS have you heard our cauſe, and 

know our means: 
Now my molt noble friends, I pray you all 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
And firſt, Lord Marſhal, what ſay you to it ? 
Mows. I well allow th' occaſion of our arms, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied 
How in our means we ſhould advance ourſelves, 
To look with forchead bold and big enough 
Upon the pow'r and puiſſance of the king ? 
HAST. Our preſent muſters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thouſand men of choice: 
And our ſupplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe boſom burns 
With an incenſed fire of injuries. [thus ; 
BaRD, The queſtion then, lord Haſtings, ſtandeth 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up head without Northumberland ? 
HasT. With him we may. 
BarD. Ay marry, there's the point: 
But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far 
Till we had his aſſiſtance by the hand. 
For in a theam fo bloody-fac'd as this, 


e rogue 
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conjecture, expectation, and ſurmiſe 
Of aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 
York. Tis very true, lord Bardolph; for indeed 
It was young Hot-ſpur's caſe at Shrewsbury. 
BAR D. It was, my lord, who lin'd himſelf with 
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Eating the air, on promiſe of ſupply, 
Flatt'ring himſelf with project of a power 
Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of his thoughts; 
And ſo, with great imagination, 
Proper to madmen, led his pow'rs to death, 
And, winking, leap'd into deſtruction. 

Has r. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope. 

BaRD. Yes, if this preſent quality of war 

* Impede the inſtant act; a cauſe on foot 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early ſpring | 
We ſee th' appearing buds; which to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as deſpair 
That froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We firſt ſurvey the plot, then draw the model, 
And when we ſee the figure of the houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the coſt of the erection; 
Which if we find out- weighs ability, 
What do we then but draw a-new the model 
In fewer offices? atleaſt, deſiſt 
To build at all? much more, in this great work, 
(Which is almoſt to pluck a kingdom down, 
And ſet another up) ſhould we ſurvey 
The plot of ſituation, and the model; 
Conſent upon a ſure foundation, 
Queſtion ſurveyors, know our own eſtate, 
How able ſuch a work to undergo, 

To weigh againſt his oppoſite? or elle, 

Indeed. 


[ hope, 
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We fortify in paper and in figures, 
Uſing the names of men inſtead of men: 
Like one that draws the model of a houſe 
Beyond his pow'r to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created coſt 
A naked ſubject to the weeping clouds, 
And waſte, for churliſh winter's tyranny. 
Has r. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth, 
Should be ſtill-born ; and that we now poſſeſt 
The utmoſt man of expectation : 
I think we are a body ſtrong enough, 
Ev'n as we are, to equal with the king. 
BARD. What, is the king but five and twenty 
thouſand ? ; 
HasT. To us no more; nay not ſo much, lord 
Bardolph. 
For his diviſions, as the times do brawl, 
Are in three heads; one pow'r againſt the French, 
And one againſt Glendower ; perforce a third 
Muſt take up us: ſo is the unfirm king 
In three divided ; and his coffers ſound 
With hollow poverty and emptineſs. 
\ Yorx. That he ſhould draw his ſev'ral ſtrengths 
| together, | 
And come againſt us in full puiſſance, 
Need not be dreaded. 
HasT. If he ſhould do ſo, 
He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welſh 
Baying him at the heels ; never fear that. 
BarD. Who is it like ſhould lead his forces hither ! 
HasT. The duke of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland: 
Againſt the Welſh, himſelf and Harry Monmouth. 
But who is ſubſtituted gainſt the French, 
I have no certain notice. 


M 
| Kine HENRY IV. I. 6. 25 
* York. Let us on: 
And publiſh the occaſion of our arms. 
The commonwealth is ſick of their own choice 
ugh, Their over-greedy love hath ſurfeited, 
An habitation giddy and unſure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart, 
O thou fond many! with what loud applauſe 
Ur birth, Did'ſt thou beat heav'n with bleſſing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And now being trimm'd up io thine own deſires, 
Thou, beaſtly feeder, art ſo full of him, 
That thou provok'(t thyſelf to caſt him up. 
| twenty So, ſo thou common dog, didſt thou diſgorge 
| Thy glutton-boſom of the royal Richard, 
ch, lord And now thou would'ſt eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howl'ſt to find it, What truſt in theſe times? 
They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, 
ench, Are now become enamour'd on his grave: 
Thou that threw'ſt duſt upon his goodly head, 
When through proud London he came ſighing on 
After th'admired heels of Bolingbroke, 
Cry'ſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, 
trengths And take thou this, O thoughts of men accurs'd, 
Paſt, and to come, ſeem belt; things preſent, worſt. 
Mos. Shall we go draw our numbers, and ſet on? 
HasrT. We are time's ſubjects, and time bids, be 
gone, 
Velſh . 
This excellent ſpeech of York, was one of the paſſage: 
hither ? @ded by Shateſpear after his firſt edition. 
xorland: 
duth. 
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ACT IH. SCENE I. 
LONDON. 


Euler Hoſteſs, with two officers, FANG and SNARE, 


HosSTESS., 


R. Fang, have you enter'd the action? 
FANG. It is enter'd. 

HosT. Where's your yeoman? is he a luſty yeo- 
man? Will he ſtand to it? 

FANG. Sirrah, where's Snare ? 

HosT. Ay, ay, good Mr. Snare. 

SNARE. Here, here. 

FaxG. Snare, we mult arreſt Sir John Falſtaff, 

HosT. Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter'd him 
and all, 

SNARE, It may chance coſt ſome of us our lives: 
he will ſtab. | 

HosT. Alas-the-day; take heed of him; he ſtab' 
me in mine own houſe; and that moſt beaſtly ; he care: 
not what miſchief he doth, if his weapon be out, He 
will foin like any devil, he will ſpare neither man, wo- 
man, nor child, 

FANG. If I can cloſe with him, I care not for hi: 
thruſt, 

HosT, No, nor I neither; I'll be at your elbow. 

FANG. If I but fiſt him once; if he come but witli 
my * vice. 

HosT. I am undone by his going; I warrant you 
he has an infinitive thing upon my ſcore. Good \ir. 


vice, or graſp. a metaphor taken from a ſmith's vie 


there is another reading in the old edition, view, which I n 
not ſo good, 
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Fang, hold him ſure; good Mr. Snare, let him not 
ſcape. He comes continually to Pie- corner, ſaving 
your manhoods, to buy a ſaddle: and he is indited to 
dinner to the Lubbar's-head in Lombard-ſtreet to Mr. 
Smooth's the Silkman. I pray you, ſince my action is 
enter'd, and my caſe ſo openly known to the world, 
let him be brought in to his anſwer, A hundred mark 
is a long one, for a poor lone woman to bear; and I 
have born, and born, and born: and have been fub'd 
off, and fub'd off, from this day to that day, that it is 
a ſhame to be thought on. There is no honeſty in ſuch 
dealing, unleſs a woman ſhould be made an als and a 
beaſt, to bear every knave's wrong. 

Enter FALSTAFF, BARDOLPH, and the boy, 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant malmſey-noſe knave, 
Bardolph, with him. Do your offices, do your offi- 
ces: Mr. Fang and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me 
your offices. 

FAL. How now? whoſe mare's dead? what's the 
matter ? | 
Fax. Sir John, I arreſt you at the ſuit of Mrs, 
Quickly. | 

FAL. Away varlets; draw, Bardolph: cut me off 
the villain's head: throw the quean in the kennel, 
Hos r. Throw me in the kennel ? I'Il throw thee in 
the kennel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baſtardly - 
rogue. Murder, murder ! O thou hony-ſuckle villain, 
wilt thou kill God's officers and the king's? O thou 
hony-ſeed rogue, thou art a hony-ſced, a man-queller, 
ind a woman-queller, 

Far. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fax. A reſcue, a reſcue! 

Hos r. Good people, bring a reſcue or two; thou 
D 2 
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wo't, wo't thou, thou wo't, wo't thou rogue: do, thou 
hemp-ſeed. 

FAL. Away you ſcullion, you rampallian, you ful- 
tilarian: I'll tickle your cataſtrophe. 


SCENE I. 
Enter Chief Juſtice. 


Cn. JusT. What's the matter? keep the peace 
here, hoa. 

Hos 1. Good my lord, be good to me. I beſeech 
you ſtand to me. | 

Cu. JusT. How now, Sir John? what, are you 

brawling here ? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and buſineſs! 
You ſhould have been well on your way to York. 
Stand from him fellow, wherefore hang'ſt thou on him? 

Hos r. O my moſt worſhipful lord, an't pleaſe your 
grace I am a poor widow of Eaſtcheap, and he is ar- 
reſted at my ſuit. 

Cu. JusT. For what ſum ? 

Hosr. It is more than for ſome, my lord, it is for 
all; all Ihave; he hath eaten me out of houſe and 
home; he hath put all my ſubſtance into that fat belly 
of his; but I will have ſome of it out again, or I'll ride 
thee o'nights, like the mare. 

FAL. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if ! 
have any vantage of ground to get up. 

CH. JusT. How comes this, Sir John? fie, what 

man of good temper would endure this tempeſt of ex- 
clamation ? are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor vi- 
dow to ſo rough a courſe to come by her own ? 

FAL. What is the groſs ſum that I owe thee ? 

HosT. Marry, if thou wert an honeſt man, thyſelf, 
and the money too. Thou did'ſt ſwear to me on 3 
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| parcel-gilt goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at 


the round table, by a ſea-coal fire, on Wedneſday in 
Whitſun- week, when the prince broke thy head for 
likening him to a ſinging-man of Windſor; thou 
didſt ſwear to me then, as I was waſhing thy wound, 
to marry me, and make me my lady thy wife. Canſt 
thou deny it? did not good-wife Keech the butcher's 
wife come in then, and call me goſſip Quickly? com- 
ing in to borrow a meſs of vinegar; telling us ſhe had 
a good diſh of prawns; whereby thou did defire to eat 
ſome; whereby I told thee they were ill for a green 
wound? and did{t not thou, when ſhe was gone down 


| fairs, deſire me to be no more ſo familiarity with ſuch 


poor people, ſaying that ere long they ſhould call me 
Madam? and didſt thou not kiſs me, and bid me fetch 
thee thirty ſhillings ? I put thee now to thy book- 
oath, deny it if thou can'ſt. 

Far. My lord, this is a poor mad ſoul; and ſhe 
ſays up and down the Town, that her eldeſt ſon is 
like you. She hath been in good caſe, and the truth is, 
poverty hath diſtracted her; but for theſe fooliſh offi- 


cers, I beſeech you I may have redreſs againſt them. 


4 


Cn. Jus r. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrenching the true cauſe the falſe 
way. It is not a confident brow, nor the throng of 
words that come with fuch more than impudent ſaw- 
Tineſs from you, can thruſt me from a level conſidera- 
tion. I know you have practis'd upon the eaſie· yield - 
ing ſpirit of this woman. | 

Hos r. Yes in troth, my lord. 

Cn jusr. Pr'ythee peace; pay her the debt you 
dwe her, and unpay the villany you have done her; 
the one you may do with ſterling money, and the 
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Far. My lord, I will not undergo this & ſneay 
without reply. You call honourable boldneſs impu- 
dent ſawcineſs: if a man will court'fie and ſay nothing, 
he is virtuous. No, my lord, my humble duty remem- 
ber'd, I will not be your ſutor: I ſay to you, I deſire 
deliverance from theſe officers, being upon haſty em- 
ployment in the king's affairs, 

Cn. JusT. You ſpeak, as having power to do 
wrong: butanſwer in the effect your reputation, and 
ſatisfie the poor woman. 

Fa L. Come hither, hoſteſs. [Aide 


SCENE TI. 
Enter Mr. GowER. 


Cu. JusT. Mr. Gower, what news? 
GowER. The King, my lord, and Henry Prince 
of Wales 
Are near at hand: the reſt the paper tells, 

FAL. As I am a gentleman 

HosT. Nay, you ſaid ſo before. 

FaL. As J am a gentleman, come, no more words 
of it. 

Hos r. By this heav'nly ground I tread on, I mul 
be fain to pawn both my plate, and the tapeſtry of my 
dining chambers. 

FAL. Glaſſes, glaſſes, is the only drinking; and 
for thy walls, a pretty ſlight drollery, or the ſtory of 
the prodigal, or the German hunting in water-work, 
is worth a thouſand of theſe bed-hangings, and theſe 
fly-bitten tapeſtries : let it be ten pound, if thou canſt. 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a 
better wench in England. Go, waſh thy face, and 


* ſneap, a Yorkfhire word for rebuke, 
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draw thy action: come, thou muſt not be in this hu- 
mour with me; come, I know thou walt ſet on to this, 

+ HosT. Pr'ythee, Sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles, I am loth to pawn my plate, in good earneſt Ja, 

+ Far. Let it alone, I'll make other ſhift ; you'll be 
a fool (till, 

- Hosr. Well, you ſhall have it, though I pawn my 
gown. I hope you'll come to ſupper : you'll pay me 
all together ? | 

Fa L. Will I live? go with her, with her; hook on, 
hook on. 
HosT. Will you have Doll Tear-Sheet meet you 
at ſupper ? 
FAL. No more words, Let's have her. 
| [Exeunt Hoſt. and Serjeant. 
Cn. Jusr. I have heard better news. 
FAL. What's the news, my good lord? 

+ Ca. JusT. Where lay the King laſt night? 
© GowEk. At Baſingſtoke, my lord. 

+ Far, I hope, my lord, all's well. What is the 
news, my lord ? 

Cn. JusT, Come all his forces back? 
+ GowER, No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred 
N horſe, 
Are march'd up to my lord of Lancaſter, 
Againſt Northumberland and the Arch-biſhop. 
FA.. der the king back from Wales, my noble 
ord? | 

+ CH. JusT, You ſhall have letters of me preſently. 

5 go along with me, good Mr. Gower. 


Fax. My lord. 
Cn. JusT, What's the matter? 


Fai. Maſter Gower, ſhall I entreat you with me 
to dinner? | 
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GoweR. I muſt wait upon my good lord here, 
I thank you, good Sir John. 


Cn. JusT. Sir John, you loiter here too hong, * 


ing you are to take ſoldiers up in the en 
you go. 

Fa L. Will you ſup with me, maſter Gower ? 

CH, JusT. What fooliſh maſter taught you theſe: 
manners, Sir John? | 

FAL. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he 
was a fool that taught them me. This is the right 
fencing grace, my lord, tap for tap, and ſo part fair. 

Cn JusT. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art : 
great fool, [Exeunt, 


n 
Continues in London, 


Enter Prince HENRY and Pois. 
P. HENRy, RUST" me, I am exceeding weary, 
PoiNns. Is it come to that? 
had thought wearineſs durſt not have attach'd ene 
ſo high blood. 

P. HENRY. It doth me, though it diſcolours th: 
complexion of my greatneſs to acknowledge it. Dot! 
it not ſhew vilely in me, to deſire ſmall beer? 

Poins. Why a prince ſhould not be ſo looſely ſtu 
died, as to remember ſo weak a compoſition. 

P. Henk v. Belike then my appetite was not prince 
ly got; for in troth, Ido now remember the poor cre 
ture, ſmall beer. But indeed theſe humble conſiders 
tions make me out of love with my greatneſs, What 
a diſgrace is it to me to remember thy name? or to 
know thy face to-morrow ? or to take note how man) 
pair of ſilk ſtockings thou haſt ? (viz. theſe, and 
thoſe that were the peach-colour'd ones;) or to bea 
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the inventory of thy ſhirts, as one for ſoperfluity, and 
one other for uſe; but that the tennis-court-keeper 
knows better than I, for it is a low eb of linen with 
thec, when thou keepeſt not racket there, as thou haſt 
not done a preat while, becauſe the reſt of thy low 
Euntreys have made a ſhift to eat up thy holland. 
And God knows whether thoſe that bawl out of the 


ruins of thy linen ſhall inherit his kingdom: but the 


midwives ſay the children are not in the fault, where- 
upon the world increaſes, and kindreds are mightily 
ſtrengthened. 

Pois. How ill it follows, after you have labout'd 
ſo hard, you ſhould talk ſo idely? tell me how many 
good young princes ſhould do ſo, their fathers lying 
fo ſick as yours is. 

P. HENRY. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins? 
Pois. Yes, and let it be an excellent good thing. 
f P. HENRY. It ſhall ſerve among wits of no higher 


breeding than thine, 


* -Poins. Go to; I ſtand the puſh of your one thing, | 


bat you'll tell. 


P. Henry, Why] tell thee, it is not meet that I 

ſhould be ſad now my father is ſick ; albeit I could tell 

to thee, (as to one that pleaſes me for fault of a better, 

to call my friend) I could be ſad and ſad indeed too. 
Poixs. Very hardly upon ſuch a ſubject. 

P. HENRY. Thou think'ſt me as far in the devil's 


book, as thou and Falſtaff, for obduracy and perſiſten- 


Let the end try the man. But I tell thee, that my 
Heart bleeds inwardly that my father is ſick; and keep · 
g ſuch vile company as thou art hath in reaſon taken 
Nom me all oſtentation of ſorrow. 


0 
8 , 1 8 1 
This period is ſupply'd out of the old edition. 
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PoiNs, The reaſon ? 

P. HENRY. What would'ſt thou think of me if [ 
ſhould weep ? 

Poixs. I would think thee a moſt princely hy- 
pocrite. 

P. HE NAV. It would be every man's thought; and 
thou art a bleſſed fellow, to think as every man thinks; 
never a man's thought in the world keeps the road- 
way better than thine; every man would think me an 
hypocrite indeed. And what excites your moſt wor- 
fhipful thought to think ſo ? 

Poins. Why, becauſe you have * ſeemed ſolewd, 
and ſo much ingraffed to Falſtaff. 

P. HENRY. And to thee, 

Poins. Nay by this light I am well ſpoken of, 
can hear it with mine own ears; the worſt they can 
ſay of me is, that I am a ſecond brother, and that! 
am a proper fellow of my hands: and thoſe two things 
I confeſs I cannot help. Look, look, here comes Bar- 
dolph. 

P. HENRY. And the boy that I gave Falſtaff; h: 
had him from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat villair 


have not transform'd him ape. 


SCENE V. 
Enter BAR DOLPH and Page. 
BARD. Save your grace. 
P. HENRY. And yours, molt noble Bardolph. 
Poixs. Come you Þ virtuous aſs, you baſhful fool, 


3 


© © 


S &44Y = 


muſt you be bluſhing? wherefore bluſh you now! - i 


what a maidenly man at arms are you become? Is l 
ſuch a matter to get a pottle-pot's maiden-head ? 
PAGE. He call'd me even now, my lord, through? 
been. + pernicious, 


me if! 
ly by: 


it; and 
thinks; 
e road- 
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ted lattice, and I could diſcern no part of his face from 


the window; at laſt I ſpy' d his eyes, and methought 
he had made two holes in the ale-wives new petticoat, 
ad peep'd through. 
P. HENRY. Hath not the boy profited ? 
Bak p. Away, you whorſon upright rabbet, away. 
Pack. Away you raſcally Althea's dream, away. 
P. HENRY. Inſtruct us, boy, what dream, boy? 
PAGER. Marry, my lord, Althea dream'd ſhe was 
delivered of a ſirebrand, and therefore I call him her 
dream. 
P. HENRY. A crowns-worth of good interpretati- 
on; there it is, boy. [Gives him money, 
Poi xs. O that this good bloſſom could be kept 
from cankers : well, there is {ix pence to preſerve thee. 
Bap. If you do not make him be hang'd among 
you, the gallows ſhall be wrong'd. 
P. HENRY. And how doth thy maſter, Bardolph? 
® BaxD. Well, my good lord; he heard of your 
grace's coming to town. There's a letter for you, 
P. HENRY. Deliver'd with good teſpect; and how 
doth the Martlemas, your maſter ? 
BaRD. In bodily health, Sir. 
Polxs. Marry, che immortal part needs a phyſi- 
clan; but that moves not him; though that be ſick, it 


dies not. 


P. HENRV. I do allow this wen to be as familiar 
with me as my dog; and he holds his place: ſor look 
you how he writes, 

Poixs reads. John Falſtaff, knight :——every man 
ſt know that, as oft as he hath occaſion to name 
ſelf: even like thoſe that are kin to the king, for 
Wey never prick their finger but they ſay there is ſore 
of he king's blood ſpilt. How comes that? ſays he that 
58 | E 2 
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takes upon him not io conceive; the anſwer is as read 
as a borrowed cap; {am the king's poor couſin, Sir. 

P. HENRY. Nay, they will be kin to us, but they 
will fetch it from Japhet. But to the letter :—S7r 7 
Falſtaff, knight, to the ſon of the King, neareſt his fi. 
ther, Harry "Pri ince of Wales, greeting, 

Porxns, Why this is a certificate, 

P. HExKRyY, Peace. 

{ will imitaie the honcurable Romans in brevity. 

Poixs. Sure he means brevity in breath; ſhort 
winded, 7 cornnend me to thee, I commend thee and | 
leave thee, Be net tos familiar with Point, for he miſc: 
thy favours fo much, that he favears thou art to mari 
Vis jifter Nell. Repent at idle times as thou may, au 

fo farewel, Thine, by yea and no: which is as much « 
79 ſay, as thou uſeſt him, Jack Falſtaff with my familiar: 
Jab with my brothers and ſiſters: and Sir John wil 
all Europe. 
My lord, I will ſteep this letter in ſack, and make hin 
Eat it. 

P. HENRV. That's to make him eat twenty of hi: 
words. But do you uſe me thus, Ned? muſt I marr) 
your liter ? 

Poixs, May the wench have no worſe fortun: 
But I never ſaid ſo, 

P. HENRY. Well, thus we play the fool with th. 
time, and the ſpirits of the wiſe fit in the clouds ar. 
mock us: is your maſter here in London? 

BARD. Ycs, my lord, 

P. HENRY, Where ſups he? doth the old boar fees 
inthe old * frank ? 

BaRD. At the old place, Ileus, in Eaſt 3 

P'. Henay., What company? 

frank, i. e. a ho- ſty. 


is ready 
Sir. 
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pA GE. Epheſians, my lord, of the old church. 

P. HENR v. Sup any women with him? 

pack. None, my lord, but old Mrs. Quickly, and 
Mrs. Dol Tear-ſheet. 

P. HENRY. What Pagan may that be? 
® Pace. A proper gentlewoman, Sir, and a kinſ- 
woman of my maſter's. 

P. HEN. Even ſuch kin, as the pariſh heifers are 
to the town bull. Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at 
ſupper ? 

Poixs, Iam your ſhadow, my lord, I'll follow you. 

P. HENRY. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no 
Ford to your maſter that I am yet come to town. 
There's for your ſilence. 

BAR D. I have no tongue, Sir. 
> Pace. And for mine, Sir, Iwill govern it. 
P. Henry, Fare ye well: go. This Dol Tear- 


ſheet ſhould be ſome road. 


Pois. I warrant you, as common as the way be- 
"tween St. Albans and London. ; 
p. He vv. How might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow him- 
Lf to-night in his true colours, and not ourſelves be 
ſeen ? 
Pois. Put on two leather jerkins and aprons, and 
wait upon him at his table, like drawers. 
P. H SNR. From a God to a bull? a“ heavy de- 
ſcenſion. It was Jove's caſe, From a Prince to a pren- 
tice, a low transformation; that ſhall be mine: for 


in every thing, the purpoſe muſt weigh with the folly. 


-ollow me, Ned. [ Excunt, 


declenſian. 
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SCGCHA-NE VT. 
Northumberland, 


Enter NORTHUMBERLAND, Lady NOR THUMBro 
LAND, and Lady Percy, 


NokTnH. | Pr'ythee loving wife, and gentledaughter, 
Give even way unto my rough affairs, 
Put not you on the viſage of the times, 
And belike them to Percy, troubleſome. 
L. NoR TH. Ihave giv'n over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will: your wiſdom be your guide. 
NoRTH. Alas, ſweet wife, my honour is at pawn, 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 
L. PERCY. Oh yet for heav'ns fake, go not t 
theſe wars. 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear'd to it, than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart-dear Harry 
Threw many a northward look, to ſee his father 
Bring up his pow'rs: but he did long in vain! 
Who then perſuaded you to ſtay at home? 
There were two honours loſt ; yours and your ſon's. 
For yours, may heav'nly glory brighten it! 
For his, it ſtuck upon him as the ſun 
In the grey vault of heav'n : and by his light 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts. He was indeed the glaſs 
Wherein the noble youth did dreſs themſelves. 
He had no legs, that practis'd not his pait : 
And ſpeaking thick, which nature made his blemiſh, 
Became the accents of the valiant: 


* The twenty-two following lines, are f thoſe added! 
Shakeſpear after his firſt edition. 
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He was ſo ſuffer d; ſo came I a widow: 
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For thoſe that could ſpeak low and tardily, 
Would turn their own perfection to abule, 
To ſeem like him. So that in ſpeech, in gait, 
In diet, in affections of delight, 
In military rules, humours of blood, 
He was the mark and glaſs, copy and book, 
That faſhion'd others. And him, wond'rous him! 
O miracle of men ! him did you leave 
To look upon the hideous God of war 
In diſadvantage, to abide a field 
Where nothing but the found of Hotſpur's name 
Did ſeem defenſible : fo you left him. 
Never, O never do his ghoſt the wrong, 
To hold your honour more preciſe and nice 
With others, than with him. Let them alone: 
The Marſhal and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong. 
Had my ſweet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To-day might I (hanging on Hot-ſpur's neck) 
Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave, 
Nor. Beſhrew your heart, 
Fair daughter, you do draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient over- ſights. 
But I mult go and meet with danger there; 
Or it will ſeek me in another place, 
And find me worſe provided, 
I.. Norrx. Fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puiſſance made a little taſte, 
IL. PRC. If they get ground and vantage of the 
| King, 
Shen join you with them, like a rib of ſteel, 

o make ſtrength ſtronger. But for all our loves, 
Firſt let them try themſelves. So did your ſon: 
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And never ſhall have length of life enough, 
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 
That it may grow and ſprout as high as heavꝰ n, 
For recordation to my noble husband. 

NorTH. Come, come, go in with me: 'tis wit 

my mind 43 

As with the tide ſwell'd up unto his height, 
That makes a ſtill- ſand, running neither way. 
Fain would I go to meet the Arch-biſhop, 
But many thouſand reaſons hold me back: 
I will reſolve for Scotland; there am], 
Till time and vantage crave my company, [Exe 


SCENE VII. 
Tavern in Eaſl-cheap. 
Enter two Drarvers, 
1 DRAW. HAT the devil haſt thou brougl! 
there? Apple- Johns? thou know! 
Sir John cannot endure an Apple- John, 

2DRaw. Maſs! thou ſayeſt true; the Prince once 
fet a diſh of Apple-Johns before him, and told hin 
there were five more Sir Johns ; and, putting off his hat, 
ſaid, I will now take my leave of theſe fix dry, roun,, 

old, wither'd knights. It anger'd him to the heart: 
but he hath forgot that. 

1 DRAW. Why then cover, and ſet them down: 
and fee if thou can'ſt find out Sneak's noiſe; Mrs. 
Tear-ſheet would fain hear ſome mulick, * Diſpatch. 
the room where they ſupt is too hot, they'll come 1! 
ſtrait. 

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Mal 
ter Poins anon; and they will put on two of our jc 


* This period is from the firſt edition, 
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Ins and aprons, and Sir John muſt not know of it. 
Bardolph hath brought word. 

I DRaw. Then here will be old * Ui: it will be 
excellent ſtratagem. 

2 Draw, TIl ſee if I can find out Sneak. [Exeurt. 


* SCENE VIII. 


Enter Hoſteſs and Dol. 

Hos r. Sweet heart, methinks now you are in an 
excellent good temperality; your pulſidge beats as ex- 
traordinarily as heart would deſire; and your colour, 
I warrant you, is as red as any roſe: but you have 


dank too much canary, and that's a marvellous 


ſearching wine; and it perfumes the blood ere we can 

fay what's this. How do you now? 

Dol. Better than Iwas: hem. 

# HosT. Why, that was well ſaid: a good heart's 

rth gold. Look, here comes Sir John. 

q Enter Fals TAF. 

= Far. When Arthur firſt in court empty the 
dan——ard was a worthy king: how now, Mrs. 

12 8 

Hos r. Sick of a calm: yea, good ſooth. 

Far. So is all her ſect, if they be once in a calm 

they are ſick. 

Dol Fon muddy raſcal, is that all the comfort you 
eme? 

Fa. You make fat raſcals, Mrs. Dol. 

= Dor. I make them! gluttony and diſeaſes make 

m, I make them not. 


Fer. If the cook make the gluttony, you help to 


Utis, an old word yet in uſe in ſome counties, ſignifying a 
ry feſtival, from the French huit; otto, ab A. S. EAHT 4. 
] Skinner. 
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make the diſeaſes, Dol; we catch of you, Dol, we catch 
of you; grant that, my poor virtue, grant that. 
Dor. Ay marry, our chains and our jewels, 
Far. Lour“ brooches, pearls and owches : for to 
ſerve bravely, is to come halting off, you know ; to 
come off the breach with his pike bent bravely, and 
to ſurgery bravely ; to venture upon the charg'd chan 
bers bravely ——— 
Dor. Hang yourſelf, you muddy Conger, han; 
yourſelf! 
HosT. By my troth, this is the old faſhion; yo! 
two never meet but you fall to ſome diſcord ; you are 
both, in good troth, as rheumatick as two dry toalts, 
you cannot one bear with another's confirmities. What 
the good- year? one muſt bear, and that muſt be yon 
you are the weaker veſſel, as they ſay, the emptiet 
veſſel, [To Dol. 
Dor. Cana weak empty veſſel bear ſuch a huge fil 
hogſhead ? there's a whole merchant's venture 0 
Bourdeaux ſtuff in him; you have not ſeen a hulk 
better [tuft in the hold. Come, I'll be friends with thee, 
Jack: thou art going to the wars, and whether I ſhal 
ever ſee thee again or no, there is no body cares. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Drawer. 
Draw. Sir, ancient Piſtol is below, and woul! 
ſpeak with you. 
Dol. Hang him, ſwaggering raſcal, let him nd 


come hither; it is the foul- mouth'dſt rogue in Eng 
land. 


* brooches, were chains of gold that women wore fon. 
merly about their necks. OQwches were boſſes of gold ſet u 
damonds, 
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Hos r. If he ſwagger, let him not come here: no 
by my faith: I muſt live amongſt my neighbours, IH 
no ſwaggerers: J am in good name and fame with the 
very beſt: ſhut the door, there comes no {waggerers 


3 Dor. So you do, hoſteſs. 


Kixc HENRY IV. II. 9. 43 


here: I have not liv'd all this while to have ſwaggering 
now : ſhut the door, I pray you. 
Fal. Do'ſt thou hear, hoſteſs — 

Hos r. Pray you paciſie yourſelf, Sir John, there 
comes no ſwaggerers here. 

Fal. Do'ſt thou hear it is mine Ancient, 

Host. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me, your 
ancient ſwaggerer comes not in my doors, I was be- 
fore maſter Tiſick the deputy the other day; and as he 
faid to me it was no longer ago than Wedneſday 
laſt—neighbour Quickly, ſays he; maſter Domb 
gur miniſter was by then; neighbour Quickly, 
s he, receive thoſe that are civil; for, faith he, 
You are in an ill name: now he ſaid fo, I can tell where- 
pon; for, ſays he, you are an honeſt woman, and 
Well thought on, therefore take heed what gueſts you 


Meeive: receive, ſays he, no ſwaggering companions. 


here come none here. You would bleſs you to 
hear what he ſaid. No, I'll no ſwaggerers. 

Far. He's no ſwaggerer, hoſteſs; a tame cheater, 
faith; you may ſtroak him as gently as a puppey-grey- 
hound; he will not ſwagger with a Barbary hen, if her 
feathers turn back in any ſhew of reſiſtance. Call him 
bp, drawer, 

Hos. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no ho- 
ſt man my houſe, nor no cheater; but I do not 
e ſwaggering; 1 am the worſe when one ſays [wag- 


: feel, maſters, how I ſhake, look you, I wat- 
t you, 


F 23 
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HosT. Do I? yea, in very truth do J, as if it were 
an aſpen leaf: I cannot abide ſwaggerers. 


SCENE X. 
Enter Pis roi, Bak Dol y and Page. 
P1sT. Save you, Sir ohn. 
Far. Welcome, ancient Piſtol. Here, Piſtol, | 
charge you with a cup of ſack: do you diſcharge upon 
mine hoſteſs, 


PIs r. 1will diſcharge upon her, Sir John, with 
two bullets. 


Far. She is piſtol- proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly of 
fend her. 
 Hosr. Come, I'll drink no proofs, nor no bullet; 
I will drink no more than will do me good, for no 
man's pleaſure, I, 


Pi sr. Then to you, miſtreſs Dorothy, I will char 


you. 

Dor. Charge me! I ſcorn you, ſcurvy compani: 
on! what? you poor, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lack 
linen mate ; away, you mouldy rogue, away, I an 
meat for your maſter, 

PIs T. Iknow you, miſtreſs Dorothy. 

Dor. Away, you cut purſe raſcal, you filthy bur! 
away: by this wine, I'll thruſt my knife in your mou! 
dy chaps if you play the ſawcy cuttle with me. Awaj 
you bottle-ale raſcal, you basket-hilt (tale jugler you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two point 
on your ſhoulder? much. 

 PisT, I will murther your ruff for this. 

* FAL. No more, Piſtol; I wou'd not have you 50 

off here: diſcharge yourſelf of our company, Piltol. 


®* This is from the old edition, 1600. 


I 
F. 4 


— 


it were 


Piſtol, ! 
ge upon 


m, with 
ardly of. 


bullet 
, for no 


ill charge 


ompani- 
ng, lack: 
ay, I an 


thy bun! 
Dur mou} 
. Awi) 
gler you. 
vo pointi 


e you f0 
, Piſtol. 


Kin HENRY IV. Il. 10. 


£ 45 
Hos r. No, good captain Piſtol: not here, ſweet 
ain, | | 


Por. Captain! thou abominable damn'd cheater, 


artthou not aſham'd to be call'd captain? if captains 
ee of my mind they would truncheon you out + of 
taking their names upon you, before you have earn d 
them. Lou a captain! you ſlave ! for what? for tear- 
ing a poor whore's ruff in a bawdy houſe? he a cap- 
tain ! hang hin;, rogue, he lives upon mouldy ſtew'd 
prunes and dry'd cakes. A captain! theſe villains 
will make the word captain | as odious as the word 
occupy; which was an excellent good word before it 
was ill orted: therefore captains had need look to it. 
Bak D. Pray thee go down, good Ancient. 
Fal. Hark thee hither, miſtreſs Dol, 
Pis r. Not I: I tell thee what, corporal Bardolph, 
Teould tear her: I'll be reveng'd on her. 
Pa E. Pray thee go down. 
*P1sT. I'll ſee her damn'd firſt : to Pluto's damned 
ke, to the infernal deep, where Erebus and tortures 
3 alſo. Hold hook and line, ſay I: down! down 
Gags, down fates : have we not Hiren here? 
Hos r. Good captain Peeſel be quiet, it is very 
late: I beſeech you now, aggravate your choler. 
Pis r. Theſe be good humours indeed. Shall pack- 
0 horſes | 
And hollow-pamper'd jades of Aſia, 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a day, 
mpare with Caeſar, and with Cannibal, 
d Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 
ng Cerberus, and let the welkin roar: 
al] we fall foul for toys? 


1 for. 


| out of the old edition. 


46 The Second Part of 


Hos r. By my troth, captain, theſe are very bit: 
words, 

Baap. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow: 
a brawl anon. 

Pisr. Die men, like dogs; give crowns like pin 
have we not Hiren here ? 

HosT. On my word, captain, there's none ſuc 
here. What the good year? do you think I would d 
ny her? I pray be quiet. 

PisT. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipoli: 
come, give me ſome ſack. Si fortuna me torment 
ſperato me contente, 

Fear we broad ſides ? no, let the fiend give fire: 

Give me ſome ſack: and ſweet-heart, lye thou there: 

Come we to full points here; and are ef cactera's nt 
thing? 

FAL. Piſtol, I would be quiet. 

Pis r. Sweet knight, I kiſs thy * neif: what! v 
have ſeen the ſcven ſtars. 

Dor. Thruſt him down ſtairs, I cannot endut 
ſuch a fuſtian raſcal. 

P1sT, Thruſt him down ſtairs? know we not Ga: 
loway nags? 

FAL. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a ſhove- gro- 
ſhilling : nay, if he do nothing, but {peak nothing, |: 
ſhall be nothing here. 

BarD. Come, get you down ſtairs, 

PisT, What ſhall we have inciſion? ſhall we en 
brew? then death rock me aſleep, abridge my dolefi 
days: why then let grievous, ghaſtly, gaping wound 
untwine the ſiſters three: come, Atropos, I ſay. 

[Drawing his favor 
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IT. 10, 
4 Hos r. Here's goodly ſtuff toward. 


AT 


Far, Give me my rapler, boy. 
Dol. I pr'ythee, Jack, I pr'ythee do not draw. 
Far. Get you down ſtairs. 
N [Drawing, and driving Piſtol out. 

Hos r. Here's a goodly tumult; I'll forſwear keeping 
houſe, before 1 Il be in theſe tirrits and frights. So; 
murther, I warrant now. Alas, alas, put up your naked 
weapons, put up your naked weapons. 

Dor. I pr'ythee, Jack, be quiet, the raſcal is gone: 

ah you whorſon, little valiant villain you. 
Hos r. Are you not hurt i'th* groin? methought 


he made a ſhrewd thruſt at your belly. 


Fa. Have you turn'd him out of doors? 

BaRD. Yes, Sir, the raſcal's drunk: you have 
hurt him, Sir, in the ſhoulder, 
FAL. A raſcal to brave me! 
Dol. Ah, you ſweet little rogue you: alas, poor 
3 how thou ſweat'ſt? come, let me wipe thy face 
come on you whorſon chops——ah rogue, I 
thee thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, 
wasth five of Agamemnon! and ten times better than 
the nine worthies: a villain! 

Far. A raſcally ſlave! I will toſs the rogue in a 

blapket. 

Pol. Do if thou dar'ſt for thy heart: if thou do'ſt, 

I can vaſs thee between a pair of ſheets. 
26 Enter Muſick. 
PAGE, The mulick is come, Sir. 

WF ar. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my knee, 
| . A raſcal, bragging ſlave! the rogue fled from 
Wike quick-ſilver. 

I: oT. Tfaith and thou follow'dſt him like a church: 
Mu whorſon little tydie Bartholomew baar-pig, when 


other gambol faculties he hath, that ſhew a weak min 
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wilt thou leave fighting on days, and foyning e 
nights, and begin to patch up thine old body {: 
heaven? 


SCENE XI. 
Enter Prince HRV and Poixs diſeui'd. 


FAL. Peace, good Dol, do not ſpeak like a death 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. 2 
Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of? ſts 

FAL. A good ſhallow young fellow: he would hav © 
made a good pantler, he would have chipp'd bread wel 

Dor. They ſay Poins hath a good wit. 

Far. He a good wit? hang him, baboon, his vi 
is as thick as Tewksbury muſtard : there is no mor 
conceit in him, than is in a mallet. 

Dor. Why doth the Prince love him ſo then? 

Far. Becauſe their legs are both of a bigneſs: an Þ 
he plays at quoits well, and eats conger and fennd, "WP 
and drinks off candles end for flap-dragons, and ride 
the wild mare with the boys, and jumps upon join 
ſtools, and ſwears with a good grace, and wears hi 
boot very ſmooth like unto the ſign of the leg, an 
breeds no bait with telling of difcreet ſtories; and ſud 


and an able body, for the which the Prince admits him: 
for the Prince himſelf is ſuch another: the weight | 
an hair will turn the ſcales between their Averdupois. * 

P. HENRY. Would not this nave of a wheel have 
his ears cut off? 

Poix s. Let us beat him before his whore. . 

P. HENRY. Look, if the wither'd elder hath nt 
his poll claw'd like a parrot, © q 

Pois. Is it not ſtrange that deſire ſhould ſo man) 

years out-live performance ? 
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D Hen v. Saturn and Venus this year in conjune- 
tion ! what ſays the almanack to that ? 


II. 11. 49 


4 Poins. And look, whether the fiery Trigon his 


nn be not liſping to his maſter's old tables, his note · 


book, his counſel-keeper? | 
Fl. Thou doſt give me flattering buſſes, 
Dol. By my troth I kiſs thee with a moſt con- 
ſtant heart. 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Do. I love thee better than I love e' er a ſcurvy 
young boy of them all. 
Far. What (tuff wilt thou have a kirtle of? I ſhall 
geceive money on Thurſday: thou ſhalt have a cap 
#-morrow. A merry ſong, come: it grows late, we 


Pill to bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 


DoL. By my troth thou wilt ſet me a weeping if 


| 4 ou ſay'ſt ſo: prove that ever I dreſt myſelf handſom 


| thy return Well, hearken the end. 

FAL. Some ſack, Francis. 

P. HEN RV. Polns. Anon, anon, Sir. 

FAL. Ha! a baſtard ſon of the king's! and art not 
ou Poins his brother? 

P. Hens Y. Why, thou globe of ſinful continents, 
Phat a life doſt thou lead? 
Far. A better than thou: I am a gentleman, thou 


ert a drawer, 


P. HENRY. Very true, Sir; and I come to draw 


Fou out by the ears. 


Hos r. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good grace. 


Welcome to London. Now heav'n bleſs that ſweet 
Ace of thine: what, are you come from Wales ? 


FAL. Thou whorſon-made compound of majeſty, 
Vor. IV. G 
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by this light fleſh and corrupt blood, thou art welcome, 
[ Leaning his hand upon Dil, 

Dor. How! you fat fool, I ſcorn you. 

Poixs. My lord, he will drive you out of your re- 
venge, and turn all to merriment, if you take not the 
heat. 

P. HENRY. You whorſon candle-myne you, hoy 
vilely did you ſpeak of me even now, before this ho- 
neſt, virtuous, civil gentlewoman ? 

Hos r. *Bleſſing on your good heart, and ſo ſhei: 
by my troth. 

Fal. Didſt thou hear me? 

P. HENRT. Yes; and you knew me as you Ci 
when you ran away by Gads-hill, you knew I was it 
your back, and ſpoke it on purpoſe to try my patience, 

FAL. No, no, no; not ſo; I did not think thou wal 
within hearing. 

P. HEN RV. I ſhall drive you then to conſeſs th: 
wilful abuſe, and then I know how to handle you. 

FAL. No abuſe, Hall, on my honour, no abuſe. 

P. HENRY. Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me par 
tler, and bread-chipper, and I know not what? 

FAL. No abuſe, Hall. 

Poixs. No abuſe! | 

Fa L. No abuſe, Ned, in the world; honeſt Ned, 
none. I diſprais'd him before the wicked, that the 
wicked might not fall in love with him; in which do- 
ing, I have done the part of a careful friend, ant 
true ſubjeR, and thy father is to give me thanks for it 
No abuſe, Hall, none, Ned, none; no, boys, none. 

P. HER. See now whether pure fear and entit! 
cowardice doth not make thee wrong this virtuous 
gentlewoman, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the wicked! 
is thine hoſteſs here of the wicked? or is the boy 4 
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in his noſe, of the wicked? | 
polxs. Anſwer, thou dead elm, anſwer. 


verable, and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, 
Where he doth nothing but roaſt mault-worms: for 
the boy, there is a good angel about him, but the de- 
vil + out-bids him too. 

P. HENRY. For the women? 

Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in hell already, and 
burns. poor ſouls: for the other, F owe her money; 
and whether ſhe be damn'd for that, I know not. 
Hos r. No, I warrant you. 

FAL. No, I think thou art not: I think thou art 
Quit for that. Marry, there is another indictment 
pon thee, for ſuffering fleſk to be eaten in thy houſe, 
gontrary to the law, for the which I think thou wilt 


Res The ſiend hath prickt down Bardolph irre- 


Hos r. All victuallers do ſo: what is a joint of 
Dutton or two in a whole Lent? 

P. Henxy. You, gentlewoman. 

Do.. What ſays your grace? 


4 FAL. His grace ſays that which his fleſh rebels a- 


1 * inſt. 
Hos r. Who knocks ſo loud at door? look to the 
or there, Francis. 


SCENE XII. 
Enter PE ro. 
P. HERR. Peto, how now? what news? 
# PETo. The King your father is at Weſtminſter, 
Ind there are twenty weak and wearied poſts 


+ Tn the firſt edition it is the devil blindes him too. 
G 2 
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Come from the north; and as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falſtaff, 

P. Henry. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 

blame, 
So idly to profane the precious time; 
When tempeſt of commotion, like the South 
Born with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my ſword, and cloak : Falſtaff, good night. 
[ Exeunt Prince and Pain! 

FAL. Now comes in the ſweeteſt morſe] of tt: 
night, and we muſt hence, and leave it unpickt. Mor: 
knocking at the door? how now? what's the matt*1! 

Ba RH. You muſt away to court, Sir, preſently: : 
dozen captains ſtay at door for you, 

Far. Pay the muſicians, ſirrah: farewel hoſteſ, 
farewel Dol. You ſee, my good wenches, how men d 
merit are ſought after ; the undeſerver may ſleep, when 
the man of action is call'd on. Farewel, go:d went: 
es; if I be not ſent away poſt, I will ſee you again 
ere I go, 

Dor. I cannot ſpeak; if my heart be not ready t0 
burſt—well, ſweet Jack, have a care of thyſelf. 

FAL. Farewel, farewel. [Exit 

Hosr. Well, fare thee well: J have known the! 
theſe twenty-nine years, come peſcod time; but u 
honeſter and truer-hearted man—well, fare thee wel. 

BAR D. Mrs. Tear-ſheet. 

HosT. What's the matter? 

BARD. Bid miſtreſs Tear-ſheet come to my malte! 

HosT, O run, Dol, run; run, good Dol. [Exeuit 


much to 


night, 

'd Point, 
Jof tte 
et. More 
> matter! 
ently: 1 


| hoſtel, 
w men | 
eep, when 
d wencl 
du again, 


ready t0 
If. 

LE. 
own the: 
e; but u 
thee well 


ny maſter 
[E xeunt 


Kino HENRY IV. Ill. 1. 53 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
LONDON. 


4 | 
Buer King HENRY In his night-gown, with a Page, 


K. HENRY. 

O, call the Earls of Surrey and of Warwick; 

But ere they come, bid them o'er-read theſe 

letters, 
And well conſider of them; make good ſpeed, 
[Exit Page. 

How many thouſands of my pooreſt ſubjects 
Are at this hour aſleep! O gentle Sleep, 
Nature's ſoft nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 
r hat thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
Vand ſteep my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs ? 
©Why rather, Sleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoaky cribs, 
®Upon uneaſie pallet ſtretching thee, 
And huſht with buzzing night-flies to thy ſlumber; 
© Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coſtly (tate, 


And lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody? 

O thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with the vile 
In loathſom beds, and leav'ſt the kingly couch 
A watch-caſe, or a common larum-bell ? 
wilt thou upon the high and giddy maſt, 
Seal up the ſhip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains, 
In cradle of the rude imperious ſurge; 


And in the viſitation of the winds, 


1 Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 


With deaf*ning clamours in the ſlip'ry ſhrouds, 


ö That with the hurley, death itſelf awakes ? 
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© Can'ſt thou, O partial Sleep, give thy repoſe 
© To the wet ſea-boy in an hour ſo rude? * 


And in the calmeſt and the ſtilleſt night, 
© With all appliances and means to boot, 


© Deny it to a King? then happy low! lye downs 
Uneaſie lyes the head that wears a crown. 


SCENT IT, 
Enter WARWICK and SURREY, 


Wax. Many good-morrows to your Majeſty, 
K. HEN Rv. Is it good-morrow, lords? 
Wan. Tis one aclock, and paſt. 


K. Henry. Why then good-morrow to you al, - 


my lords: 

Have you read o'er the letters that I ſent you ? 2 
War. Wehave, my Liege. [kingdon, 
K. HEnky. Then you perceive the body of out 

How foul it is; what rank diſeaſes grow, 

And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

Was. It is but as a body, yet diſtemper'd, 

Which to its former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, 

With good advice and little medicine; 


| My lord Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. 


K. HENRVY. Oh heav'n! that one might read tir 
book of fate, 
And ſee the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent 
Weary of ſolid firmneſs, melt itſelf 
Into the ſea; and other times, to ſee 
The beachy girdle of the ocean 
Too wide for Neptune's hips : how chances mock 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors. * O, if this were ſeen, 
* Theſe four verſes are ſupply'd from the edition of 1609. 
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The happieſt youth viewing his progreſs through, 
What perils paſt, what croſſes to enſue, 

Wou'd ſhut the book, and fit him down and die. 

ITis not ten years ſince Richard and Northumberland 
Did feaſt together; and in two years after 

Were they at wars. It is but eight years ſince 

This Percy was the man neareſt my ſoul, 

Who like a brother toil'd in my affairs, 

And laid his love and life under my foot 

Yea for my ſake ev'n to the eyes of Richard 

Gave him defiance. Which of you was by? 

(You, couſin Nevil, as I may remember) [To Warwick, 


When Richard with his eye brim-full of tears, 


Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, 
Did ſpeak theſe words, now prov'd a prophecy, 
Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 
Ny couſin Bolingbroke aſcends my throne : 
Though then, heav'n knows, I had no ſuch intent, 
But that neceſſity ſo bow'd the ſtate, 

That I and greatneſs were compell'd to kiſs) 
©The time ſhall come, (thus did he follow it,) 
©The time will come, that foul fin gathering head, 
hall break into corruption: ſo went on, 
Fore-telling this ſame time's condition, 


And the diviſion of our amity. 


Wax. There is a hiſtory in all men's lives, 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd ; 
The which obſerv'd, a man may propheſie 
| ir a near aim, of the main chance of things 
yet not come to life, which in their ſeeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreaſured. 
ch things become the hatch and brood of time; 


and by the neceſſary form of this, 
Mg Richard might create a perfect gueſs, 


Wh, * 
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Walt That great Northumberland, then falſe to him, 
| Would of that ſeed grow to a greater falſeneſs, 

| Which ſhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. 

K. HENRY. Are theſe things then neceſſities? 
Then let us meet them like neceſſities; 
And that ſame word even now cries out on us: 
They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. 

Wax. It cannot be: 
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear d. Pleaſe it your grace 
To go to bed. Upon my life, my lord, 
The powers that you already have ſent forth 
Shall bring this prize in very eaſily, 
To comfort you the more, I have receiy'd 
A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath been this fortnight ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd hours perforce muſt add 
Unto your ſickneſs. 

K. HENRY. I vill take your counſel : 


And were theſe inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy- land. [[Exewi 
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nor Ire gase. 


SCENE III. . 
The COUNTRY. 


Enter SHALLOW and SILENCE, Juſtices; auith Mov 

DY, SHADOW, WART, FEEBLE,and BU LL-CALF 

SHAL, OME on, come on, come on; give lf 

your hand, Sir; an early ſtirrer, by ti 

®*rood. And how doth my good couſin Silence? 
S1L, Good morrow, good couſin Shallow. 


® The rood, i. e. the croſs, = 


im, Suat. And how doth my couſin, your bed- fellow? 
(s, and your faireſt daughter, and mine, my god-daughter 
n, Ellen ? - 

$11, Alas, a black ouzel, couſin Shallow. 
ties? © SHAL. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my couſin 


William is become a good ſcholar : he is at Oxford till, 
us: is he not? 
811. Indeed, Sir, to my colt. 

Sul. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhort- 
ly: I was once of Clement's-inn; where, I think, 
10g they will talk of mad Shallow yet. 

Ace SI. You were call'd luſty Shallow then, couſin, 
Sul, I was call'd any thing, and I would have 
done any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There 

was I, and little John Doit of Staffordſhire, and black 

George Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele 


bucklers in all the Inns of Court again: and I may 
y to you, we knew where the Bona-Roba's were, 
and had the beſt of them all at commandment, Then 
"Was Jack Falſtaff, (now Sir John, boy) a page to Tho- 
nd, . Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

2 S1L. This Sir John, couſin, that comes hither anon 
about ſoldiers ? 
Sar. The fame Sir John, the very ſame: I ſaw 
bim break Schoggan's head at the court-gate, when he 


% Mour s a crack, not thus high; and the very fame day I 
I- cal d fight with one Sampſon Stockfiſh, a fruiterer, be- 
; given Ind Grays. inn. O the mad days that I have ſpent! and 
er, by 8 ſee how many of mine old acquaintance are dead? 
nce? Sir. We ſhall all follow, couſin. 

„nal. Certain, tis certain, very ſure, very ſure: 


4 ath f (as the Pſalmiſt ſaith) is certain to all, all ſhall 
3 + Edition 1600, | 
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Cot's-wold man, you had not four ſuch ſwinge- 
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die. How a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair? 
81L. Truly, couſin, I was not there. 

SHAL, Death is certain. Is old Double of you 
town living yet? 

S1L, Dead, Sir. 

SHAL, Dead! ſee, ſee, he drew a good bow: and 
dead ? he ſhot a fine ſhoot, John of Gaunt loved hin 
well, and betted much money on his head. Dead 
he would haveclapt in the clowt at twelve ſcore, and 
carried you a fore-hand ſhaft a fourteen and fourteen 
and a half, that it would have done a man's heart goo 
to ſee. How a ſcore of ewes now? 

SV. Thereafter as they be: a ſcore of good ewe! 
may be worth ten pounds. 

SHAL. And is old Double dead? 


SCENE IV. 
Enter BAR DOLPH and Page. 

S1L. Here come two of Sir John Falſtaff's men, 
I think. 

SHAL. Good-morrow, honeſt gentlemen. 

BARD, I beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shallow? 

SHAL. I am Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire d 
this county, one of the King's Juſtices of the peace: 
what is your good pleaſure with me ? 

BAR D. My captain, Sir, commends him to yon: 
my captain Sir John Falſtaff; a tall gentleman by 
heav'n! and a moſt gallant leader. 

SHAL. He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a gool 


back-ſword man. How doth the good knight? 11 | 


ask how my lady his wife doth ? 


BaRD. Sir, pardon, a ſoldier is better accomm®'| 3 


dated than with a wife, 


SHAL, It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well ſaid i in. E 
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59 
it is good, yea 
ndeed is it; good phraſes ſurely are, and * ever were, 
very commendable. Accommodated it comes of 
Hccommodo; very good, a good phraſe. 

5 BARD. Pardon me, Sir, I have heard the word. 
raſe, call you it? by this day, I know not the 
hraſe: but I will maintain the word with my ſword, 
p be a ſoldier-like word, and a word of exceeding 
od command. Accommodated, that is, when a man 
is as they ſay, accommodated ; or, when a man is, be- 
ing whereby he may be thought to be accommodated, 


which is an excellent thing. 


SCENE V. 
Enter FALSTAFF. 
SHAL. It is very juſt: look, here comes good Sir 


John. Give me your hand, give me your worſhip's good 
and: truſt me, you look well, and bear your years 
Fery well. Welcome, good Sir John. 


Far. I am glad to ſee you well, good maſter Robert 


| | hallow: Maſter Sure-card, as I think? 


SHAL. No, Sir John, it is my couſin Silence; in 


Zommiſſion with me. 


Far. Good maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould 


e of the peace. 
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S1L, Your good worſhip is welcome. 

1 this is hot weather, gentlemen, have you 
rovided me here half a dozen of ſufficient men? 

SHAL. Marry have we, Sir: will you ſit? 

Fa L. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you. 

SHAL, Where's the roll? where's the roll? where's 

e roll? let me ſee, let me ſee, let me ſee: ſo, fo, ſo, 


every where, 


H 2 
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ſo: yea, marry, Sir. Ralph Mouldy : let them appex ® 


as I call: let them do ſo, let them do ſo. Let me ſee, 
where is Mouldy ? 


Mour. Here, if it pleaſe you, 

SHAL. What think you, Sir John? a good limb'l 
fellow: young, ſtrong, and of good friends. 

FAL. Is hy name Mouidy ? 

Mou. Yea, if it pleaſe you, 

FAL. Tis the more time thou wert us'd. 

SHAL., Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent i'faith. Thing 
that are mouldy, lack uſe: very ſingular good. Well 


ſaid, Sir John, very well ſaid. 


FAL. Prick him, 

Mour. I was prickt well enough before, if you 
could have let me alone: my old dame will be undone 
now for one to do her husbandry, and her drudgery; 
you need not have prickt me, there are other men fit 
ter to go out than I, 

Far. Go to: peace Mouldy, you ſhall go. Moul- 
dy, it is time you were ſpent, 

Mov L., Spent ? 


SHAL., Peace, fellow, peace: ſtand aſide: 1 


you where you are? for the other, Sir John, Let ne 


ſee: Simon Shadow. 


FaL. Ay marry, let me have him to ſit under: : be. Wb 


like to be a cold ſoldier. 
SHAL., Where's Shadow? 
SH Ab. Here, Sir. 
Far. Shadow, whoſe ſon art thou ? 


Su AD. My mother's ſon, Sir. I Y 


Fa L. Thy mother's ſon ! like enough; and thy fi 
ther's ſhadow: ſo the ſon of the female is the ſhade! 


of the male: it is often ſo indeed, but not of the fir 
ther's ſubſtance, 4 
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appen Sul. Do you like him, Sir John? 

me fe Far. Shadow willſervefor a ſummer; prick him; for 
*: have a number of ſhadows to fill up the muſter- book. 
SAL. Thomas Wart, 

Fal. Where's he? 


. 


] limb'l 
* Warr. Here, Sir. 

Fial. Is thy name Wart? 

WAT. Yea, Sir. 

> Far. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Things SHAL. Shall I prick him down, Sir John? 

l. Well Far. It were ſuperfluous ; for his apparel is built 


upon his back, and the whole frame ſtands upon pins: 
prick him no more. 


* 


if yon Su Al. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir; you can do 


undone t: I commend you well. Francis Feeble. 

udgery; # FEEBLE. Here, Sir. 

men fi SA. What trade art thou, Feeble ? 
3 FEEBLE. A woman's tailor, Sir. 

. Mou Sag ax. Shall I prick him, Sir? 


Fal. You may: but if he had been a man's tailor 
he would have prick'd you. Wilt thou make as many 


: knov holes in an enemy's battel, as thou haſt done in a wo- 
Let ne man's petticoat. 

XZ FresLE, I will do my good will, Sir; you can 
der: hei have no more. 


Par. Well ſaid, good woman's tailor; well ſaid, 

courageous Feeble : thou wilt be as valiant as the 

vrathful dove, or moſt magnanimous mouſe. Prick 

the woman's tailor well, maſter Shallow, deep, maſter 
1 Shallow. 

d thy f. . FzznLE. I would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

e ſhadov Fal. I would thou wert a man's tailor, that thou 

of the f might ſt mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to be a private ſoldier, that is the leader of fo 
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many thouſands, Let that ſuffice, moſt forcil 
Feeble. 
FEEBLE. It ſhall ſuffice, 
Fa L. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Wh 
is the next? 

SHAL., Peter Bulcalf of the green. 

Far, Yea, Marry, Let us ſee Bulcalf, 

BuL, Here, Sir. 

FAL. Truſt me, a likely fellow. Come prick m 
Bulcalf, till he roar again. 

Bur. Oh good my lord captain. 

Fal. What, doſt thou roar before tart prickt? 

Bou L. Oh, Sir, Iamadiſeaſed man. 

Fal. What diſeaſe haſt thou? 

Bur. A whorſon cold, Sir; a cough, Sir, which! 
caught with ringing in the King's affairs, upon his co 

ronation day, Sir. 

Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the wars in a gown: 
we will have away thy cold, and I will take ſuch order 
that thy friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all? 

SHAL, There is two more called than your nun 
ber, you mult have but four here, Sir; and ſo, I pri) 
you, goin with me to dinner. 

Far. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannci 
tarry dinner. I am glad to ſee you, in good trotl, 

maſter Shallow. 

SHAL. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we l 
all night in the wind- mill in Saint George's fields ? 


Fa L. No more of that, good maſter Shallow, 10 


more of that. 
SHAL. Ha! it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Night-work alive ? 
Far. She lives, maſter Shallow. 
SHAL. She never could away with me. 
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rar. Never, never: ſhe would always ſay ſhe could 
not abide maſter Shallow. 
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*SHAL, By the maſs I could anger her to the heart: 
ſhe was then a Bona-roba. Doth ſhe hold her own 
I? 

Fal. Old, old, maſter Shallow. 

Saar. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, ſhe cannot chuſe b but 
be old; certain ſhe's old, and bad Robin Night-work 
by old Night-work, before I came to Clement's Inn, 

$11. That's fifty five years ago. 

Snal. Hah, couſin Silence, that thou hadſt ſeen 
that, that this knight and I have ſeen: hah, Sir John, 
fad I well? 

ZFar. We have heard the chimes at midnight, maſ- 
Shallow, 

Sul. That we have, that we have, in faith Sir 
Vin we have: our watch-word was hem-boys. Come, 
s to dinner; oh the days that we have ſeen! come, 
e. 

Bur. Good maſter corporate Bardolph ſtand my 
25 and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French 


uns for you; in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be 
ng'd, Sir, as go; and yet for mine own part, Sir, I 
Ws not care, but rather becauſe I am unwilling, and 
for mine own part, have a defire to ſtay with my friends, 
elle, Sir, I did not care for mine own part ſo much. 
3 BarD. Go to; ſtand aſide, 


| dame's ſake ſtand my friend: ſhe hath no body to 


d cannot help herſelf: you ſhall have forty, Sir. 
BAR D. Goto; ſtand aſide. 

EF FzevLE. I care not, a man can die but once; we 
We God a death, I will never bear a baſe mind: if 
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it be my deſtiny, ſo: if it be not, ſo. No man is ty 
good to ſerve his prince; and let it go which wayi 
will, be that dies this year is quit for the next, 
BAR D. Well ſaid, thou art a good fellow. 
FEEBLE, Faith, Iwill bear no baſe mind. 
Fa IL. Come, Sir, which men ſhall I have? 
SHAL, Four of which you pleaſe. 
BaD. Sir, a word with you: I have three pound 
to free Mouldy and Bulcalf. 
FAL. Go to: well. 
SHAL., Come, Sir John, which four will you have! 
FaL. Do you chuſe for me. 


SHAL., Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble ant 


Shadow. 

FAL. Mouldy and Bulcalf: for you, Mouldy, (ty 
at home till you are paſt fervice: and for your part 
Bulcalf, grow till you come into it : I will none of you 

SHAL. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourſelf wrong 
they are your likelieſt men, and I would have yo! 
ſerv'd with the beſt, 

FAL. Will you tell me, maſter Shallow, how to 
chuſe a man? care ] for the limb, the thewes, the ſit 
ture, bulk and big ſemblance of a man? give me tit 
ſpirit, maſter Shallow, Here's Wart, you ſee what! 
Tagged appearance it is: he ſhall charge you and di- 

charge you with the motion of a pewterer's hammer; 
come off and on, ſwifter than he that gibbets on th 
brewer's bucket. And this ſame half. fac d fellow Sh 


dow, give me this man, he preſents no mark to the 


enemy, the fo-man may with as great aim level at tit 


edge of a pen · knife: and, for a retreat, how ſwilty| 


will this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run off. O git 


me the ſpare men, and ſpare me the great ones, Pu 
mea f caliver into Wart's hand, Bardolph. 


F Caliver, a large gun, 
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Bap. Hold, Wart, traverſe; thus, thus, thus. 

% Fa L. Come, manage me your caliver: ſo, very well, 
go to, very good, exceeding good. O give me always 
2 little, lean, old, chopt, bald ſhot, Well faid, Warr, 
thou art a good ſcab : hold, there's a teſter for thee. 

* Srar. He is not his craft-maſter, he doth not do 
right, I remember at Mile-End-Green, when I lay 
t Clement's Inn, I was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's 

Sow, there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his piece thus; and he would about, and 

Bout, and come you in, and come you in: rah, tab, 

eh, would he ſay; bounce, would he ſay, and away 


ever ſee ſuch a fellow. 

FAL. Theſe fellows will do well. Maſter Shallow, 

od keep you; farewel, maiter Silence. I will not 
ſe many words with you; fare you well, gentlemen 
eth. I thank you, I muſt a dozen mile to-night, 
Pardolph, give the foldiers coats. 
Suna. Sir John, heaven bleſs you, and proſper 
Your affairs, and ſend us peace, As you return, viſit 
y honſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed : 
radventure I will with you to the court. 

Far, 1 would you would, maiter Shallow. 

SEAL. Go to: I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 
ell. [ Exit. 
FaL. Fare you well, gentlemen. On, Bardolph, 
ad the men away. As I return, I will fetch off theſe 
Wvltices: 1 do ſee the bottom of Juſtice Shallow. How 
object we old men are to this vice of lying! this 
me ſtarv'd Juſtice hath done nothing but prated to 
e of the wildneſs of his youth, and the feats he hath 
one about Turnbal-ſtreet; and every third word a lie, 


ore duly paid to the hearer than the Turk's tribute. 
Vor. IV. I 


Again would he go, and again would he come: 1 ſhall 
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I do remember him at Clement's Inn, like a man 
made after ſupper of a cheeſe-paring. When he wa 
naked he was for all the world like a forked radiſh, 
with a head fantaſtically carved upon it with a knife, 
He was fo forlorn, that his dimenſions, to any thick 
ſight were inviſible. He was the very Genius of famine, 
yet leacherous as a monkey, and the whores call 
him Mandrake: he came ever in the rereward of the 
faſhion; and ſung thoſe tunes to the over-+ ſchutcht 
huſwives that he heard the carmen whiſtle, and ſwar: 
they were his Fancies, or his Good-nights. And noy 
is this vice's dagger become a ſquite, and talks as fa. 
miliarly of John of Gaunt as if he had been ſworn bro- 
ther to him: and I'll be ſworn he never ſaw him but 
once in the Tilt-yard, and then he broke his head for 
crouding among the Marſhal's men. I ſaw it, and 
told John of Gaunt he beat his own name, for you 
might have truſs'd him and all his apparel into a 
cel- skin: the caſe of a treble hoboy was a manſion 
for him; and now hath he land and beeves. Well 
I will be acquainted with him, if I return; and it ſhall 
go hard but I will make him a philoſopher's two ſtone} 
to me. If the young dace be a bait for the old pike, 
I ſee no reaſon in the law of nature but I may ſnap Þ * 
him. Let time ſhape, and there's an end, [Excun Þ : 


added From the edition of 1600. 
+ ſchutcht, i. e. whipt, over-ſwitch'd, i. e. cart ed. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
un TORKSHIXE. 


Enter the Archbiſhop of York, MowBRAY, HAs- 


TINGS, and COLEVIiLE. 


YORR. 
HAT is this foreſt call'd ? 
Has r. Tis Gaultree foreſt. 
Lokk. Here ſtand my lords, and ſend diſcoverers 
forth, 


To know the numbers of our enemies. 


HasT, We have ſent forth already. 
York. Tis well done. 


My friends and brethren in theſe great affairs, 
] muſt acquaint you, that I have receiy'd 
gNew-dated letters from Northumberland; 


heir cold intent, tenure and ſubſtance thus : 

ow he doth wiſh his perſon, with ſuch powers 
As might hold ſortance with his quality, 

he which he could not levy; whereupon 


Hie is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 


0 Scotland: and concludes in hearty prayers, 


That your attempts may over- live the hazard 
And fearful meeting of their oppoſite. 


Mows. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch 
ground, 


And daſh themſelves to pieces. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Has Tr. Now, what news? 
Mess. Welt of this foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 


E In goodly form comes on the enemy: 
a — the ground they hide, I judge their number 
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Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand, 
Mows. The juſt proportion that we gave them out, 
Let us {way on, and face them in the field. 


S. C EN E II. 


Enter WESTMORLAND, 
York. What well- appointed leader fronts us here! 
Mows. I think it is my lord of Weſtmorland. 
. WesrT. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The Prince, lord John, and Duke of Lancaſter. 
YoRx. Say on, my lord of Weſtmorland, in peace: 
What doth concern your coming? 
WEST. Then, my lord, 
Unto your grace do] in chief addreſs 
The ſubſtance of my ſpeech. If that rebellion 
Came like itſelf, in baſe and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth, * goaded with rage, 
And countenanc'd by boys and beggary; 
I ſay, if damn'd commotion ſo appear'd 
In his true, native, and molt proper ſhape, 
You, reverend father, and theſe noble lords, 
Had not been here to dreſs the ugly form 
Of baſe and bloody inſurrection 


With your fair honours, You, my lord Archbiſhop, Þ 


Whoſe ſee is by a civil peace maintain'd, 
Whoſe beard the ſilver hand of peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd, 
Whoſe white inveſtments figure innocence, 

'The dove and very bleſſed ſpirit of peace; 
Wherefore do you ſo ill tranſlate yourſelf, 

Out of the ſpeech of peace, that bears ſuch grace; 
Iuto the harſh and boiſt'rous tongue of war? 
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* FTurning your books to graves, your ink to blood, 
em out, | Vour pens io Jaunces, and your tongue divine 

Toa loud trumpet and a point of war? 

' 2 *York. Wherefore do this? ſo the queſtion ſtands. 
Briefly to this end: we are all diſeas'd, 

And with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 


1s here? | Have brought ourſelves into a burning feaver, 
nd. And we mult bleed for it: of which diſeaſe 
>eneral, | JF Our late King Richard being infected, dy'd. 

Tr, hut, my moſt noble lord of Weſtmorland, 

1 peace: | I take not on me here as a phyſician: 


Nor do J as an enemy to peace, 
: Troop in the throngs of military men: 
hut rather ſhew a while like fearful war, 
1 Io diet rank minds, ſick of happineſs, 
And purge th'obſtructions which begin to ſtop | 
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly, | 
I have in equal balance juſtly weigh'd 
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we ſuffer, 
And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 
Wie ſee which way the ſtream of time doth run, 
And are inforc'd from our moſt quiet there, 
By the rough torrent of occaſion; 
And have the ſummary of all our griefs, 
When time ſhall ſerve, to ſhew in articles; 
ach'd, Which long ere this we offer'd to the King, 
utor'd, And might by no ſuit gain our audience. 
When we are wrong'd and would unfold our griefs, 
2 Wearedeny'd acceſs unto his perſon, 
= Ev'n by thoſe men that moſt have done us wrong, 
Ihe danger of the day's but newly gone, 
© Whoſe memory is written on the earth 
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With yet appearing blood: and the examples 
Of every minute's inſtance, preſent now, 
Hath put us in theſe ill beſeeming arms: 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it, 

But to eſtabliſh here a peace indeed, a 
Concurring both in name and quality. 

WEST. Whenever yet was your appeal deny'd? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King? 
What peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate on you, 
That you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody book 
Off rg'd rebellion, with a ſeal divine? 

York. My brother General, the common-wealth 
I make my quarrel in patticular, | 

WeEesT, There is no need of any ſuch redreſs; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mows. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
That feels the bruiſes of the day before, 

And ſuffer the condition of thele times 
To lay an heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours? 

+ WEsT. O my good lord Mowbray, 

Conſtrue the times to their neceſſities, 

And you ſhall ſay, indeed, it is the time, 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Or from the King, or in the preſent time, 

That you ſhould have an inch of any ground 

To build a grief on. Were you not reſtor'd 

To all the Duke of Norfolk's ſeigniories, 

Your noble and right-well-remember'd father's ? 

Mows. What thing, in honour, had my father lol: 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me ? 


+ The two or three next ſpeeches were alſo of thoſe inſertcs. 
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Vas forc'd, perforce compell'd to baniſh him. 

And then, when Henry Bolingbroke and he 

Being mounted and both rowſed in their ſeats, 
Their neighing courſers daring of the ſpur, 

Their armed ſtaves in charge, their beavers down, 


Their eyes of fire ſparkling through ſights of ſteel, 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together; 


Then, then, when there was nothing could have ſtaid 
My father from the breaſt of Bolingbroke; 


O, when the King did throw his warder down, 
His own life hung upon the ſtaff he threw, 
Then threw he down himfelf, and all their lives, 


That by indictment or by dint of ſword 
| Have ſince miſcarried under Bolingbroke, 


WES r. You ſpeak, lord Mowbray now, you know 
not what, | 


The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 


In England the moſt valiant gentleman. 


Who knows on whom fortune would then have ſmil'd? 


But if your father had been victor there, 


He ne'er had born it out of Coventry, 


For all the country in a general voice 
Cry'd hate upon him; all their prayers and love- 


Were ſet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 


And bleſs'd and grac'd more than the King himſelf. 
| But this is mere digreſſion from my purpoſe. 
Here come I from our princely General, 
To know your griefs; to tell you from his grace, 
That he will give you audience; and wherein 
It ſhall appear that your demands are juſt, 
You ſhall enjoy them; every thing ſet off 
That might ſo much as think you enemies. 
Mow 8. But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer, 
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And it proceeds from policy, not love. 
Wer. Mowbray, you over ween to take it ſo; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear. 
For lo within a ken our army lyes; 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 
Our batel is more full of names than yours, 


Our men more perſect in the uſe of arms, 


Our artour all as ſtrong, our cauſe the beſt; 
Then vreaſon wills, our hearts ſhould be as good. 
Say you not then our offer is compell'd. 
Mows, Well, by my will, we ſhall admit no parley. 
WEs x. That argues but theſhame of your offence; 
A rotten calc abides no handling. | 
HasrT, Hath the Prince John a full commiſſion, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 


To hear and abſolutelv to determine 


Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 
WesrT. That is intended in the General's name: 
I muſe you make ſo ſlight a queſtion. 
YoRx., Then take, my lord of Weſtmorland, this 
ſchedule, 


For this contains our general pricvances : 


Each ſeveral article herein redreſs'd, 

All members of our cauſe, both here and hence, 

That are inſinewed to this action, 

Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial form; 

And preſent executions of our wills, 

Tous, and to our purpoſes confin'd ; 

We come within our awful banks again, 

And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 
Wes r. This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe yon, 

lords, 
In ſight of both our battels, we may meet 


<q A it 


P ²˙ A rn 
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At either end in peace; which heay'n fo frame! 
it ſv; or to the place of difference call the ſwords 
Which mult decide it, 


YoRK. My lord, we will do ſo. [Exit Welt, 


Mowz. There is a thing within my boſom tells me, 
That no conditions of our peace can ſtand. 
Has r. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 
d. pon ſuch large terms and fo abſolute, 
As our conditions ſhall inſiſt upon, 
 parley. ¶ Our peace ſhall ſtand as firm as rocky mountains, 
offence: I Mows. Ay, but our valuation ſhall be ſuch, 
I That every flight and falſe-derived cauſe, 
hon, Yea, ev'ry idle, nice and wanton reaſon, 
Shall to the King taſte of this action. 
That, were our royal faiths, martyrs in love, 
We ſhall be winnow'd with ſo rough a wind, 
ame: That ev'n our corn ſhall ſeem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 
> York. No, no, my lord, note this; the King is weary 
ol dainty and ſuch picking grievances: 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life. 
And therefore will he wipe his tables clean, 
| Und keep no tell tale to his memory, 
That may repeat and hiſtory his loſs 
lo new remembrance. For full well he knows, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this land, 
s his miſdoubts preſent occaſion 
fis foes are ſo enrooted with his friends, 
hat plucking to unſix an enemy, 
He doth unfaſten ſo and ſhake a friend. 
o that this land, like an offenſive wife, 
Vol. IV. K 
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Wl That hath enrag'd him on to offer ſtrokes, 
| As be is ſtriking, holds his infant up, 
| And hangs reſolv'd correction in the arm 
1 That was uprear'd to execution. x 
„ Has r. Beſides, the King hath waſted all his rods |  ” 
vo On late offenders, that he now doth lack 24 
The very inſtruments of chaſtiſement : *\ 
So that his pow'r, like to a fangleſs lion, *f, 
May offer, but not hold. 1 
York. Tis very true: 1 
And therefore be aſſur'd, my good lord Marſhal, F 
If we do now make our atonement well, 1 
Our peace will like a broken limb united, * 
| Grow ſtronger for the breaking. 1 
10 Mows. Be it ſo. 'B 
HAN Here is return'd my lord of Weſtmorland, A 
Wrong Enter WESTMORL AND. B 
(M0 Wes r. The prince is here at hand: pleaſeth you E 
If | lordſhip | A 
1% To meet his grace, juſt diſtance tween our armies? I. 
W j Mows. Your grace of York in God's name tha U 
Ii ſet forward. T 
„ N YoRrx. Before, and greet his grace, my lord, W 4 
. W 4 
Pate | SCENE Iv. F 
With | Enter Prince Jo hM of LANCASTER. W 
ll [| Lax. You're well encounter'd here, my coul T 
| q (Ni Mowbray ; | Cl 
%% Good day to you, my gentle lord Arch-biſhop, IT 
Fil 160 And ſo to you, lord Haſtings, and to all. Tr 
| 4 11 My lord of York, it better ſhew'd with you, [TD 
| 1 ö | 1 When that your flock aſſembled by the bell U 
| l | } i Encircled you, to hear with reverence V 
Nite, 
. 


$ rods 


e 
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urmies? 
1ame then 


lord, Wt 


R. 
my coulit 
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Vour expoſition on the holy text; 

Than now to ſee you here an iron man, 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Turning the word to ſword, and life to death. 
That man that ſits within a monarch's heart, 


1 And ripens in the ſun-ſhine of his favour, 


Would he abuſe the count'nance of the king, 


Alack, what miſchiefs mi ight he ſet abroach, 


In ſhadow of ſuch greatneſs? With you, lord Biſhop, 
It is ev'n ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 
How deep you were within the books of heav'n? 


To us, the ſpeaker in his parliament : 
| y To us, th'imagin'd voice of heav'n itſelf; 
The very opener, and intelligencer 


Between the grace, the ſanctities of heav'n, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe 
But you miſuſe the rev rence of your place, 
Employ the countenance and grace of heav'n, 


As a falſe favourite doth his prince's name, 


In deeds diſhon'rable ? you've taken up, 

Under the counterfeited zeal of God 

The ſubjects of his ſubſtitute, my father; 

And both againſt the peace of heav'n and him 

Have here up-ſwarm'd them. 

Yorx. Good my lord of Lancaſter, 

am not here againſt your father's peace: 
hut, as I told my lord of Weltmorland, 
The time miſ-order'd doth in common ſenſe 
Crowd us and cruſh us to this monſtrous form, 

To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your grace 

| The parcels and particulars of our grief, 
| The which hath been with (corn ſhov'd from the court: 
| Whereon this Hydra-ſon of war is born, 

Whoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſleep 

X 2 
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With grant of our molt juſt and right deſires 
And true obedience, of this madneſs cur'd, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majeſty. 
Mows. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the laſt man. | 
HasT, And though we here fall down, 
We have ſupplies to ſecond our attempt: 
If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them, 
And fo ſucceſs of miſchief ſhall be born, 
And heir from heir ſhall hold this quarrel up, 
While England ſhall have generation, [ſhallow, 
Lan. You are too ſhallow, Haſtings, much too 
To ſound the bottom of the after-times, 
Wesr. Pleaſeth your grace, to anſwer them diretly, 
How far-forth you do like their articles? 
Lan, I like them all, and do allow them well: 
And {wear here, by the honour of my blood, 
My father's purpoſes have been miſtook, 
And ſome about him have too laviſhly 
Wrelted his meaning and authority. 

My lord, theſe griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt; 
Upon my life they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your pow'rs unto their ſeveral counties, 
As we will ours; and here between the armies 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace; 

That all their eyes may bear thoſe tokens home, 
Of our reſtored love and amity. 
Yor. I take your princely word for theſe redreſſes 
Lan, I give it you; and will maintain my word 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 
HasT. Go captain, and deliver to the army 
This news of peace; let them have pay, and part: 
I know it will well pleaſe them. Hie thee, captain. 
[Exit Colevii 
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vo RR. To you, my noble lord of Weſtmorland. 
WEST. I pledge your grace; and if you knew 
what pains 
tunes I have beſtow'd, to breed this preſent peace, 
* You would drink freely; but my love to ye 
5 Shall inew itſelf more openly hereafter, 
YoRK., I do not doubt you. 
* Wesr. Iam glad of it. 
Health to my lord, and gentle couſin Mowbray. 
! Mows. You with me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
"ſhallow, For I am on the ſudden ſomething ill. 
1uch too York. Againſt ill chances men are ever merry, 
But heavineſs fore-runs the good event. 
Wers. Therefore be merry Coz, ſince ſudden ſorrow 
Serves to {ay thus; ſome good thing comes to-morrow. 
ell: * Yorx. Believe me, Iam paſſing light in ſpirit. 
| Mows. So much the worſe, if your own rule be 
true. 
Lan. The word of peace is render'd; hark! they 
| | ſhout, 
eſt; | Mows, This had been chearſul after victory. 
| York, A peace is of the nature of a conquelt ; 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 


directh 


nties, 
ies And neither party loſer. 
| Lax, Go, my lord, 
me, And let our army be diſcharged too. [Exit Weſt, 
And good my lord, ſo pleaſe you, let our trains 
redreſſes. March by us, that we may peruſe the men 
my word; We ſhould have cop'd withal. 
York, Go, good lord Haſtings : 
-my And ere they be diſmiſs'd, let them march by. 
part: [Exit Haſtings, 
ptain. LAN. I truſt, lords, we ſhall lye to- night together. 


it Calevil. 
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SCENE—V. 
Enter WESTMORLAND. 
Now couſin, wherefore ſtands our armies ſtill ? 


WeEsT.Theleaders having charge from you toſtand, 


Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak, 
| Lan, They know their duties. 
Re-enter HASTINGS. 

HasT. My lord, our army is diſpers'd already: 
Like youthful ſteers unyoak'd, they took their courſe 
Eaſt, weſt, north, ſouth: or like a ſchool broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home and ſporting-place. 


Wes r. Good tidings, my lord Haſtings; for the 


which 

I do arreſt thee, traitor, of high treaſon : 
And you lord Arch-biſhop, and you lord Mowbray, 
O capital treaſon I attach you both. 

Mow8. Is this proceeding juſt and honourable ? 

WEsr. Is your aſſembly fo ? 

York, Will you thus break your faith? 

Lax. Ipawn'd you none: 
I promis'd you redreſs of theſe ſame grievances 
Whereof you did complain; which by mine honour 


I will perform with a moſt Chriſtian care. 


But for you, rebels, look to taſte the due 

Meet for rebellion, and ſuch acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 
Strike up our drums, purſue the ſcatter'd (tray, 
Heav'n and not we have ſafely fought to-day. 
Some gnard theſe traitors to the block of. death, 


Treaſon's true bed and yielder up of breath. [Exeu! 


3 


„ -=© ſoc 


f OS — „ Ya — 


o ſtand, 


dy: 
courſe 
e up, 
lace. 


for the 
bray, 


-able ? 


es 
10NOur 


* 
55 
th, 


[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter FAL STAFF and COLEVILB. 


Far. What's your name, Sir? of what condition 
are you? and of what place, I pray? 


Cor Iam a Knight, Sir: and my name is Cole- 


| vile of the dale. | 


Far. Well then, Colevile is your name, a Knight 
is your degree, and your place, the dale. Colevile 
ſhall {till be your name, a traitor your degree, and the 
dungeon your place, a place deep enough: ſo ſhall 


you ſtill be Colevile of the dale. 


CoLE. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff? | 
Far. As good a man as he, Sir, who e'er I am: do 


ye yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? if I do ſwear, 
they are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for 


thy death, therefore rowze up fear and trembling, and 


do obſervance to my mercy. 


CoLs. I think you are Sir John Falſtaff, and in 


that thought yield me. 


Far. I havea whole ſchool of tongues in this bel- 


ly of mine, and not a tongue of them all ſpeaks any 
other word but my name: an I had but a belly of any 
indifferency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in 
Europe: my womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. 


Here comes our General. 
Enter Prince JOHN of LANCASTER, and WEST-= 
MORLAND. 

Lan. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 

Call in the pow'rs, good couſin Weſtmorland. 
[Exit Weſt. 

Now Falſtaff, where have you been all this while ? 
When every thing is ended, then you come. 
Theſe tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 
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One time or other break ſome gallow's back. 

FAL. I would be ſorry, my iord, but it ſhould he 
thus: I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was 
the reward of valour, Do you think me a ſxallow, an 
arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my poor and old moti. 
on, the expedition of thought? 1 ſpeeded hither with 
the very extreameſt inch of poſſibility. I have foun- 
der'd nineſcore and odd poſts: and here, travel-tainted 
as I am, have in my pure and immaculate valour taken 
Sir John Colevile of the dale, a moſt furious knight 
and valorous enemy: but what of that? he ſaw me 
and yielded; that I may juſtly ſay with the hook - nos d 
fellow of Rome, I came, ſaw, and overcame, 

LAN. It was more of his courteſie than your de- 
ſerving. 

FAL. I know not; here he is, and here I yield him; 
and I beſeech your grace, let it be book'd with the reit 
of this day's deeds; or by the lord I will have it ina 
particular ballad elſe, with mine own picture on the 
top of it, Colevile kiſſing my foot: to the which courſe 
if I be enforc'd, if you do not all ſhew like gilt two- 
pences to me; and I in the clear sky of fame, o'r 
ſhine you as much as the full moon doth the cynders 
of the element, which ſhew like pins heads to her; be- 
lieve not the word of the noble. Therefore let me 
have right, and let deſert mount. 

Lax. Thine's too heavy to mount, 

Fal. Let it ſhine then. 

Lan. Thine's too thick to ſhine. 

Fa. Let it do ſomething, my good lord, that m2? 
do me good, and call it what you will, 

Lan. Is thy name Colevile ? 

Co. It is, my lord. 

Lan. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 


th 


al 


RUS HENRY W. IV. 7. 81 
Fay. And a famous true ſubject took him. 


ould be Col E. I am, my lord, but as my betters are, 
ck wa; That led me hither; had they been rul'd by me, 
low. an Lou ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 
d moti- Fat. I know not how they {old themſelves; but 
Jer with thou like a kind fellow, gav'ſt thyſelf away gratis; 
e foun- and I thank thee for thee, 
aue SCENE VI. 
> knight Enter WESTMORLAND. 
ſaw me Lan, Now have you left purſuit? 
M. no! WesT. Retreat is made, and execution ſtay'd. 
Lax. Send Colevile then with his confederatcs 
your de- To Vork, to preſent execution. 

Blunt, lead him hence, and fee you guard him ſvre. 
eld him; [Ex. with Colevile. 
\ the ret ind now diſpatch we tow'rd the court, my lords; 
ve it ina hear the King, my father, is fore ſick : 

e on the WO vr news ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 

ch courſe MW bich, couſin, you ſhall bear to comfort him: 

gilt tuo And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. 

ne, o'er: Fal. My lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go 
. cynders i through Glo'ſterſhirez and when you come to court, 
her; be· Pray, ſtand in your good report, my lord. 

re let ne Lax. Fare you well, Falſtaff; 1, in my condition, 

Shall better ſpeak of you than you deſerve. FExit. 

| Far, I would you had but the wit; 'twere better 

than your dukedom. Good faith, this ſame young ſo- 

Iber-blooded boy doth not love me; a man cannot make 
that my n laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine. 


There's never any of theſe demure boys come to any 
roof; for thin drink doth ſo over-cool their blood, 
and making many fiſh-meals, that they fall into a kind 


male green- ſickneſs; and then when they marry, 
Vor. IV. I. 
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they get wenches. They are generally fools and 
cowards; which ſome of us ſhould be too; but for 
inflammation. A good Sherris-ſack hath a two- fold 
operation init; it aſcends me into the brain, dries me 
there all the fooliſh, dull and crudy vapours which en- 
viron it ; makes it apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, 
full of nimble, fiery, and delectable ſhapes; which del. 
ver'd o'er to the voice, the tongue, which is the birth, 
becomes excellent wit. The ſecond property of your 
excellent Sherris, is the warming of the blood; which 
before cold and ſettled, left the liver white and pale; 
which is the badge of puſillanimity and cowardiſe but 
the Sherris warms it, and makes it courſe from the in- 
wards, to the parts extreme; it illuminateth the ſace, 
which as a beacon, gives warning to all the reſt of this 
little kingdom, Man, to arm; and then the vital com. 
moners and inland petty ſpirits muſter me all to thei 
captain, the heart; who great, and puft up with thi 
retinue, doth any deed of courage; and this yalour 
comes of Sherris. So that skill in the weapon is no- 
thing without ſack, for that ſets it a work; aud lear 
ning a meer hoard of gold kept by a devil, till ſack 


commences it, and ſets it in act and uſe, Hereof comes 


it, that Prince Harry is yaliant; for the cold blood he 
did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, like Jean, 
ſteril and bare land, manured, husbanded, and till', 
with excellent endeavour of drinking good and govi 
{tore of fertil Sherris, that he is become very hot and 
valiant, If I had a thouſand ſons, the firſt humane 
principle I would teach them ſhould be to forſwel 
thin potations, and to addict themſelves to ſack. 
Enter BARDOLPH. 

tow now Bardolph ? 

BARD, The army is diſcharged all, and gone. 
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Fal. Let them go; I'll through Gloceſterſhire, and 

| there will I viſit maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: I 
| have him already tampering between my finger and 
my thumb, and ſhortly will I ſeal with him. Come 
away. Excunt. 


7 


SCENE VIII. 
Ener King HEnky, WARWICK, CLAREN CE, and 
GLOUCESTER, 


OW lords, if heav'n doth give ſuc- 
ceſsful end 


© To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 


We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 
And draw no ſwords but what are ſanctify'd. 
| Our navy is addreſs'd, our power collected, 
| Our ſubſtitutes in * well inveſted, 
And every thing lyes level to our wiſh: 
Only we want a little perſonal ſtrength: 
And pauſe us, till theſe rebels, now a- foot, 
Come underneath the yoak of government. 
WAR. Both which we doubt not, but your Ma jelty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. 
K. HENRY. Humphry, my ſon of Glouceſter, 
Where is the Prince your brother ? 
Grov. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, at 
Windſor. 
K. HENRY. And how accompanied? 
Grov. I do not know, my lord. 
K. HE NRv. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with him? 
GLOU, No, my good lord, he is in preſence here. 
CLA. What would my lord and father? 
K. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. 


L 2 


And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends; 
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How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brotlicr! 
He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, "Chomzs © 
Thou halt a better place in his affection 

Than all thy brothers: cheriſh it, my boy, 


And noble offices thou may'lt effect A 
Of mediation, after Jam dead, = Is 
Between his greatneſs and thy other brethren. W St 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his loye, = T 
Nor loſe the good advantage of his grace, | In 
By ſeeming cold, or careleſs of his will, At 
For he is gracious if he be obſerv'd: W 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand Fe 
Open as day, for melting charity: = W 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's flint, EW 
As humourous as winter, andas ſudden | Ol 
As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day. T. 
His temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd: . 
Chide hin; for faults, and do it reverently, ST] 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth: Li! 
But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 17 
Fill that his paſſions, like a whale on ground, | Be 
Confound themſelves with working. Learn this, WW Yo 
Thomas, 


A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 

That the united veſſel of their blood, 

(Mingled with venom of ſuggeſtion, 

As force, perforce, the age will pour it in) 

Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 

As Aconitum, or raſh gun- powder. 
CLA. I ſhall obſerve him with all care and love. 
K. Henry. Why art thou not at Windſor vi! 

him, Thomas ? 

CLA. He is not there to-day; he dines in Lon: 


n this, 


ove. 


or wit! 


Lond 
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K. HE NAVY. And how accompanied? can'ſt thou 
tell that? 
CLA. With Poins, and other his continual followers. 
K. HE NR Y. Moſt ſubject is the fatteſt ſoil to weeds: 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is over-ſpread with them; therefore my grief 
Stretches itſelf beyond the hour of death. _ 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape 
In forms imaginary, th*unguided days 
And rotten times that you ſhall look upon, 
When Iam ſleeping with my anceſtors, 


For when his head- ſtrong riot hath no curb, 


When rage and hot blood are his counſellors, 


When means and laviſh manners meet together, 


Oh with what wings ſhall his affection fly 


; Tow'rds fronting peril and oppos'd decay ? 


WAR. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite: 
The Prince but ſtudies his companions, 
Like a ſtrange tongue; wherein, to gain the language, 
'Tis needful that the moſt immodeſt word 


| Belook'd upon, and learn'd; which once attain'd, 


Your highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 


hut to be known and hated. So, like groſs terms, 


The Prince will in the perfectneſs of time 
Caſt off his followers; and their memory 


Shall as a pattern or a meaſure live, 


By which his grace mult mete the lives of others; 
Turning paſt evils to advantages. 
K. HENRY. Tis ſeldom, when the bee doth leave 
her comb 


In the dead carrion. Who's here? Weſtmorland ? 
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. 
Euter WESTMORLAN D. 


WEST. Health to my ſovereign, and new happineſ: | 01 
Added to that, which I am to deliver, 1 
Prince John, your ſon, doth kiſs your grace's hand: | 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Scroop, Haſtings, and all, . 
Are brought to the correction of your law; 


There is not now a rebel's ſword unſheath'd, Arc 

1 But peace puts forth her olive ev'ry where. Sta 
"th The manner how this action hath been born, = 
1 Here at more leiſure may your Highneſs read, Th 
Fil With every courſe, in his particular, Ha 
. K. HE NRNY. O Weſtmorland, thou art a ſummer 1 2 
. bind, -- W « 
104 Which ever in the haunch of winter ſings Unt 
7 The lifting up of day. Th 
| i Enter HARcouRr. Ha 
| | Look, here's more news. ( 
0 | Har. From enemies Heav'n keep your Majeſty: Ane 
1 And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall Say 
1 As thoſe that I am come to tell you of. Th: 
Will. The eatl of Northumberland, and the lord Bardoli, WM 
ww With a great pow'r of Engliſh and of Scots, = ( 
15 Are by the Sh'riff of Yorkſhire overthrown: = 
1 0 The manner and true order of the fight, Inte 
VN! This packer, pleaſe it you, contains at large. ? Let 
K. HEN RT. And wherefore ſhould theſe good news Z Unl 

make me lick ? q Wil 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 7 , 

But write her fair words {till in fouleſt letters? l 

She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; : 


(Such are the poor in health) or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach; ſuch therich, 
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That have abundance and enjoy it not. 
] ſhould rejoice now at this happy news, 

And now my light fails, and my brain is giddy. 

O me, come near me, now Iam much ill! 

Gro. Comfort your Majelty ! 
nd: CLA. Oh, my royal father! ſup. 
| WesrT. My ſovereign lord, chear up yourſelf, look 
: Wag. Be patient, princes ; you do know theſe fits 

Are with his highneſs very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air: he'll ſtrait be well. 
Cx. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs; 
Th'inceſſant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the * mure that ſhould confine it in, 

o thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
* GrLov. The people fear me; for they do obſerve 
| Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature: 

The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 
Had found ſome months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 

CLA. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 
And the old folk (time's doting chronicles) 
Fay it did ſo a little time before 
© That our great Grandfire Edward fick'd and dy'd. 
WaR. Speak lower, princes, for the King recovers, 
Grov. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 
K. He x Rx. Ipray you take me up,and bear me hence 
Into ſome other chamber: ſoftly, 'pray. 
Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle friends, 
© Unleſs ſome flow and favourable hand 
Will whiſper muſick to my weary ſpirit. 
* Wax, Call for the muſick in the other room. 
K. HE vn v. Set me the crown upon my pillow here, 
CLa. His eye is hollow, and he changes much, 
War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. 

* or wall. 


Immer 
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SCENE Xx 
Euter Prince HENRY. 


P. HENRY. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
CLa. I am here, brother, full of heavineſs. 
P. HEngy. How now! rain within doors, and 
none abroad ? 
How doth the King ? 
GLov. Exceeding ill. 
P. HENRY. Heard he the good news yet? 
Tell it him. | 7 
Gro v. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 
P. HENRY. If he be ſick with joy, 
He'll recover without phyſick. | 
WaR. Not ſo much noiſe, my lords; feet Prince 
{peak low ; 
The King, your father, is diſpos'd to ſleep. 
CLa. Letus withdraw into the other room. 
WaR. Will't pleaſe your grace to go along wit! 1! 
P. HENRY. No; I will ſit, and watch here by the 
King. [Exeunt all but P. Jon, 
Why doth the crown lye there upon his pillow, 
Being fo troubleſome a bed-fellow ? 
O poliſh'd perturbation ! golden care! 
That keep'ſt the ports of ſlumber open wide 
To many a watchful night : fleep with it now ! 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whoſe brow with homely biggen bound 
Snores out the watch of night. O Majeſty ! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doſt ſit 
Likea rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That ſcald'ſt with fafety. By his gates of breath 
There lyes a downy feather which ſtirs not: 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſs down 


* 


„ and 
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by the 
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| Ferforce muſt move, My gracious lord! my father! 
This ſleep is ſound indeed; this is a ſleep, 
That from this golden * rigol hath divorc'd 
So many Engliſh kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears, and heavy ſorrows of the blood, 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderneſs 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteouſly. 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
| Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
© Detives itſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, 
Which heav'n ſhall guard: and put the world's whole 
ſtrength 
Into one gyant arm, it ſhall not force 
This lineal honour from me. This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. Exit. 


$CENE XI. 
Enter WaRWiCK, GLOUCESTER, and CLARENCE, 


K. HExry, Warwick! Glouceſter! Clarence! 

CLa. Doth the King call ? 

Wak. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your 
Grace? | 

K. Hg NRVY. Why did you leave me here alone, 
my lords ? 

Crx A. Weleft the Prince my brother here my Liege; 

| Who undertook to fit and watch by you. 

K. HENRY. The Prince of Wales! where is he? 
let me ſee him. 

War. The door is open, he is gone this way. 

GLOU, He came not through the chamber where 
we ſtay'd. 

K. HxxR v. Where is the crown ? who took it from 
my pillow? | 

: rigol, or circle; meening the crown. 


Vor, IV. | M 
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War. When we withdrew, my Liege, we left it 
here. 
K. HENRY. The Prince has ta'en it hence; go ſeck 
him out. 
Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My ſleep my death? find him, my lord of Warwick, 
And chide him hither ſtrait; this part of his 
Conjoins with my diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See, ſons, what things you are! how quickly nature 
Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object? 
For this, the fooliſh over-coretvl fathers 
Have broke their ſleeps with thought, their brains 
with care, 
Their bones with induſtry: for this engroſſed 
The canker'd heaps of ſtrange- atchie ved gold: 
For this, they have been thoughtful to invelt 
Their ſons with arts and martial exercilcs : 
When, like the bee, culling from ev'ry flow'r, 
Our thighs are packt with wax,our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive, and like the bees 
Are murder'd for our pains ! this bitter taſte 
Yield his engroſſments to the“ dying father. 
Enter WARWICK. 
Now where is he? that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me. 
Wax. My lord, I found the Prince in the next room, 
Waſhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks, 
With ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quaſt but blood, 
Would by beholding him have waſh'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither, 
K. HENRY. But wherefore did he take away the 
crown? 
ending. 
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Enter Prince HENRY. 


Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry. 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. [Ex, 


p. HEN I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 
K HENRY. Thy wiſh was father, Harry, to that 
thought : 


I ſtay too long by thee, I weary thee. 


Doit thou fo hunger tor my empty chair, 

That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with my honours, 
Before thy hour be ripe? O fooliſh youth ! 

Thou ſeek'ſt th: greatneſs that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay hut alittle; for my clou« of dignity 

Is beld from falling with fo weak a wind, 

That it will quickly drop; my day is dim. 

Thou halt ſtoln that, which after ſome few hours 


| Were thine without offence: and at my death 
Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expectation : 
IT by life did manifeſt thou lov'dſt me not, 


And thou wilt have me die aſſur'd of it. 


Thou hid'ſt a thouſand daggets in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haſt whetted on thy {tony heart, 

10 ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 

What! can'ſt thou not forbear me half an hour? 
© Then get thee gone and dig my grave thyſelf, 
And bid the merry bells ring to thy ear 

© That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that ſhould bedew my herſe 

he drops of balm to ſanctifie thy head; 

Only compound me with forgotten duſt, 

| Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees; 


For now a time is come to mock at form. 

Henry the Fifth is crown'd: up vanity, 

Down royal (tate. All you ſage counſellors hence, 
M 2 
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And tothe Engliſh court aſſemble now 
From ev'ry region, apes of idleneſs: 
Now neighbour-confines, purge you of your ſcum; 
Have you arufhan that will ſwear? drink? dance? 
Revel the night? rob? murder? and commit 
The oldeſt fins the neweſt kind of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 
England ſhall give him office, honour, might: 
For the Fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of reſtraint, and the wild dog 
Shall fleſh his tooth on every innocent. 
O my poor kingdom! ſick with civil blows : 
When that my care could not with-hold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 
O, thou wilt be a wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants. 
P. HexRy. O pardon me, my Liege! but for my 
tears, | [ Kreeling, 
(The“ moiit impediments unto my ſpeech,) 
1 had fore-ſtall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far. There is your crown, 
And he that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours; if I affect it more, 
Than as your honour and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this obedience riſe, 
Which my molt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when I here came in 
And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
Nov cold it ſtruck my heart! if 1 do feign, 
O let me in my preſent wildneſs die, 
And never live to ſhew th' incredulous world 
* my/. 


The noble change that I have purpoſed. 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were) 

I ſpake unto the crown, as having ſenſe, 

And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father, 

Therefore thou belt of gold art worſt of gold; 


Other, leſs fine in carrat, is more precious 


Preſerving life in med'cine potable: 

But thou, molt fine, molt honour'd, moſt renown'd, 
Haſt eat thy bearer up. Thus, Royal Liege, 
Accuſing it, I put it on my head, 

To try with it (as with an enemy, 


That had before my face murder'd my father) 


The quarrel of a true inheritor. 
But if it did infect my blood with joy, 


Or ſwell my thoughts to any (train of pride, 
If any rebel or vain ſpirit of mine 


Did with the leaſt affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it; 
Let heav'n for ever keep it from my head, 
And make me as the pooreſt vaſſal is, 


That doth with awe and terror kneel to it. 


K. HENRY. O my ſon! 
Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 


| That thou might'ſt + win the more thy father's love, 


efty, 


=- 
1 
3 

L * 
at 


Pleading ſo wiſely in excuſe of it. 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, 
And hear, I think, the very lateſt counſel 
That ever I ſhall breathe, Heav'n knows, my ſon, 
By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways 
I met this crown; and I myſelf know well 
How troubleſome it ſate upon my head. 
+ Jein. 
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'To thee it ſhall deſcend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation: 

For all the ſoil of the atchievement goes 

With me into the earth. It ſeem'd in me 

But as an honour {natch'd with boiſt'rous band, 
And I had many living to upbraid 

My gain of it by their aſſiſtances, 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to blood- ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed peace All theſe bold fears 
Thou ſeeſt witt Heril I have anſwered. 

For all my reign hath been but as a ſcene 

Acting that argument: And now my death 
Changes the mode; for what in me was purchas d, 
Falls upon thee in a much fairer fort. 

So thou the garland wear'ſt ſucceſſively : 

Yet though thou ſtan4'{t more ſare than I con'd do, 
Thou art not firm enough, ſince grieſs ar: green ; 
And all thy friends, which thou muſt make thy friends, 
Have but their ſtings and teeth newly ta'en out; 
By whoſe fell working I was ſirſt advanc'd, 

And by whoſe pow'r I well might lodge a fear 

To be again difplac'd : which to avoid 

T cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 

To lead out many to the Holy Land; 

Leſt reſt and lying {till might make them look 
Too near into my ſtate. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy courſe to buſy giddy minds 

With foreign + wars; that action, hence born out, 
May waſte the memory of former days. 


More would I, but my lungs are waſted fo 


That ſtrength of ſpeech is vtterly denied me. 

How I came by the crown, O God forgive! 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live. 
+ quarre!s, 
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P. Hexky. My gracious Liege, 
Vou won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be; 
Which I with more than with a common pain 
'Gaint all the world will rightfully maintain, 
Enter Lord Foax of LaNnCasSTER and WARWICK. 
K. HExRY. Look, look, here comes my John of 
Lancaſter. 


Lan. Health, peace and happineſs to my royal 
father ! 
K. Hex RT. Thou bring'ſt me happineſs and 
peace, ſon John; 
4. But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare, wither'd trunk. Upon thy ſight 
My worldly buſineſs makes a period. 
* Wbhere is my lord of Warwick ? 
, . 
i P. HEXRY. My lord of Warwick. 
iends, K. Hass v. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I firſt did ſwoon? 
> Wax. Tis call'd Jeruſalem, my noble lord. 
K. HERR Y. Laud be to God! ev'n there my life 
| mult end. 
It hath been propheſy'd to me many years, 
I ſhould not die but in Jeruſalem : 
Which vainly I ſuppos'd the Holy Land. 
But bear me to that chamber, there I'tllye: 
In that Jeruſalem ſhall Harry die. [Evxeunt. 


ut 
n * Thou bring , me happineſs, fon Jchn 


* 


ür 


. 


— — 


r 


r . — 


4 a o — 
„e 
=- 


N 


-— 


2 


AZ; 


* GS 


„ 


"= n 
fav ip 


— ome > 
- = 2 x'& <a > 2 


: 
. - 
af l 
© 
£23 
> : 
, : 
4H 
4127 
4 * 
1 
1 
- 
- * 
8 "7 
FLY 
4 
* * 
* q 
* 1 
| 
* 
4 \ 
-Y 4 
* 
11 1 
F 
1 9 
O 
Py * 
+' ' * 
Y 
, : 
[JJ 
£*® 
+ 
4% 
- * 
4 
PST” 
N. * 
14 
1 
? 8 
— 
. 
4 : I, 
4 
- 
3 
% 
. 


f / 


1 1 
r e 
8 8 24 7 =2 


96 The Second Part f 


A Ci V9 G4 NEL 
GLOSTERSHIRE. 


Enter SHALLOW,SILENCE, FALSTATF, BAR Does, 
PAGE, and Davy. 


SHALLOW, 
cock and pye Sir, you ſhall not away to-nipl!, 

What, Davy, I ſay. 

FAL. You mult excuſe me, maſter Robert Shallow, 

SHAL. Iwill not excuſe you: you ſhall not bees: 
cuſed. Excuſes ſhall not be admitted: there is no cx. 
cuſe ſhall ſerve: you ſhall not be excus'd. Why 
Davy. 

Davy. Here, Sir. 

SHAL., Davy, Davy, Davy, let me fee, Davy, le. 
me ſee; William Cook, bid him come hither. -— 
Sir John, you ſhall not be excus'd. 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus: thoſe precepts cannot be 
ſerv'd ; and again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the head-l2nd 
with wheat ? 

SHAL. With red wheat, Davy. But for William 


Cook; are there no young pidgeons ? 


Davy. Yea, Sir Here is now the ſmitli's note 
for ſhooing, and plow- irons. | 

SHAL. Let it be caſt and paid——Sir John, you 
ſhall not be excus'd. 

Davy. Sir, a new link to the bucket muſt needs be 
had. AndSir, do you mean to ſtop any of Williams 
wo about the ſack he loſt the other day at Hinckly 

air ? 

SHAL, He ſhall anſwer it. Some pidgeons, Da), 
2 couple of ſhort-legg'd hens, a joint of mutton, an 
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| any pretty little tiny kickſhaws: tell William Cock. 


Davy. Doth the man of war ſtay all night, Sir? 


SHAL, Yes, Davy. I will uſe him well. A friend 


i th? court is better than a penny in purſe, Uſe his 
men well, Davy, for they are arrant knaves, and will 

backbite. 

Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir; for 
they have marvellous foul linen. 

SHAL, Well conceited, Davy. About thy buſineſs, 
Davy. 

Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, to countenance William 


| Viſor of Woncot, againſt Clement Perkes of the hill. 


SHAL. There are many complaints, Davy, again(t 


that Viſor; that Viſor is an arrant knave on my know- 


_ ledge, 
Davy. I grant your worſhip that he is a knave, 
dir; but yet God forbid, Sir, but a knave ſhould have 
ſome countenance at his friend's requeſt. An honeſt 
man, Sir, is able to ſpeak for himſelf, when a knave is 
not. I have ſerved your worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight 
years; and if Icannot once or twice in a quarter bear 
out a knave againſt an honeſt man, I have but very 
little credit with your worſhip. The knave is mine 
| honeſt friend, Sir, therefore I beſeech your worſhip 
let him be countenanc'd. 
| SHAL, Goto, I ſay he ſhall have no wrong: look 
about, Davy. Where are you, Sir John? come, off 
with your boots. Give me your hand, maſter Bar- 
dolph. 
Bap. I am glad to ſee your worſhip. 
SHAL, I thank thee with all my heart, kind maſter 
| Bardolph; and welcome, my tall fellow; [To the 
Page.] Come, Sir John. 
Far. I'll follow you, good maſter Robert Shallow. 
Vor. IV. 
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Bardolph, look to our horſes. If I were ſawꝰ'd into 
quantities, I ſhould make four dozen of ſuch bearded- 
hermites-ſtaves as maſter Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing to ſee the ſemblable coherence of his mens ſpirits 1 =# 
and his: they by obſerving of him do bear themſelves 
like fooliſh juſtices; he by converſing with them is w 
turn'd into a juſtice- like ſervingman. Their ſpirits 
are ſo married in conjundtion, with the participation 
of ſociety, that they flock together in conſent like ſo 


many wild geeſe. If I had a ſuit to maſter Shallow, I 
would humour his men with the imputation of being 
near their maſter: if to his men, I would curry with WW An 
maſter Shallow, that no man could better command his | « 
ſervants, It is certain that either wiſe bearing or igno- MW 

rant carriage is caught, as men take diſeaſes, one of WF Thi 
another: therefore let men take heed of their compa- WF Hat 
ny. Iwill deviſe matter enough out of this Shallow to WF 
keep Prince Henry in continual laughter the wearing 0 
out of fix faſhions, which is four terms or two actions, WW To 


and he ſhall laugh“ without intervallumt. O, it is Wh 
much, that a lie with a flight oath, and a jeſt with a fad Tha 
brow, will do with a fellow that never had the ache in Ente 
his ſhoulders. O you ſhall ſee him . till his face 
de like a wet cloak ill laid up. 
Su AL. Sir John. 
Fal. I come, maſter Shallow; I come, maſter Shal- 
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SCENE II. 
LONDON. 


Enter the Earl of Warwick and the Lord Chief 
Tuſtice. 
O W now, my lord Chief Jullice, whi- 
ther away ? 
Cn. JusT. How doth the King? 
WaR. Exceeding well: his cares are now all ended. 
Cu. Jus r. I hope not dead. 
WaR. He's walk'd the way of nature, 
And to our purpoſes he lives no more. 
Cu. JusT. I would his Majeſty had call'd me wit! 
him. 


WAR. 


| The ſervice that! truly did his life 


Hath left me open to all injuries. 
WaR. IndeedIthink the young King loves you not, 
Cn. JusT. I know he doth not, and do arm myſelf 
To welcome the condition of the time, 
Which cannot look more hideouſly on me, 
Than J have drawn it in my fantaſie. 
Enter Lord Join of LANCASTER, GLOUCESTER, 
and CLARENCE. 
Wan. Here comes the heavy iſſue of dead Harry: 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worſt of theſe three gentlemen : 
How many nobles then ſhould hold their places, 
That muſt ſtrike ſail to ſpirits of vile ſort! 
Ca, JusT. Alas, I fear all will be overturn'd. 
Lax. Good morrow, couſin Warwick. 
GLov. CLaR. Good morrow, couſin. 
Lax. We meet like men that had forgot to ſpeak, 
War, We do remember; but our argument 
kall too heavy to admit much talk. 
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Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us 
heavy. 
Cn. JUST. Peace be with us, leſt we be heavier. 
G1 ov. O, good my lord, you've loſt a friend indecd, 
And I dare ſwear you borrow not that face 
Of ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure your own. 
Lax. Tho'no man be aſſur'd what grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt expectation. 
I am the ſorrier: would 'twere otherwiſe, 
CLA. Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir John Fal- 
ſtaff fair, | 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of quality. 
Cu Jus r, Sweet princes, what I did, I did in honour, W You 


Led by th' * impartial conduct of my ſoul ; EI 
And never ſhall you ſee that I will beg | 

A ragged and foreſtall'd remiſſion. | So g 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, Wh 


I' to the King my maſter that is dead, 
And tell him who hath ſent me after him. 


War. Here comes the Prince. Wh: 
The 

SCENE 11. * 

Enter Prince HEN Rx. Wh 

Cu. Jus r. Heav'n ſave your Majeſty. Tou 
P. HENRY. This new and gorgeous garment, Ms WW The 
Sits not ſo eaſie on me as you think. [ jelty, The 
Brothers, you mix your ſadneſs with ſome fear; And 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh court, | Wh 
Not Amurath an Amurath ſucceeds, I gy 
But Harry, Harry. Yet be ſad, good brothers, | And 
For to ſpeak truth, it very well becomes you: - J 
0 


Sorrow ſo royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the faſhion on, 
And wear it in my heart. Why then be ſad, 


imperial. 
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| But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all. 


For me, by heav'n, I bid you be aſſur'd 
T11 be your father and your brother too: 


Let me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares: 


Yet weep that Harry's dead, and ſo will I. 
But Harry lives that ſhall convert thoſe tears 
By number into hours of happineſs, 
Lax. &c. We hope no other from your Majeſty. 
P. HEnR y. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you 


| You are, { think, aſſur'd I love you not. [molt. 


Cu. Jus r. Iam aſſur'd, if I be meaſur'd rightly, 


| Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. 


P. HENRY. No! might a Prince of my great hopes 
forget : 


So great indignities you laid upon me? 
What! rate, rebuke, and roughly ſend to priſon 


Th' immediate heir of England! was this eaſie? 


May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten! 


Cu. JusT. I then did uſe the perſon of your father; 


The image of his pow'r lay then in me: 
And in th' adminiſtration of his law, 

| While I was buſie for the common-wealth, 
Four Highneſs pleaſed to forget my place, 

| The majeſty and pow'r of law and juſtice 
The image of the King whom I preſented; 
And ſtruck me in the very ſeat of judgment: 
Whereon as an offender to your father 

| I gave bold way to my authority, 

| And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

| Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 


To have a fon ſet your decrees at naught ? 
To pluck down juſtice from your awful bench? 
To trip the courſe of law, and blunt the ſword 
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That guards the peace and ſafety of your perſon? 
Nay more, to ſpurn at your moſt royal image, 
And mock your working in a ſecond body? 
Queſtion your royal thoughts, make the caſe yours; 
Be now the father, and propoſe a ſon; 

car your own dignity ſo much prophan'd; 
See your molt dreadful laws ſo looſely ſlighted; 


Behold yourſelf ſo by a ſon diſdain'd: 


And then imagine me taking your part, 
And in your pow'r ſoft ſilencing your ſon. 
After this cold conſid'rance, ſentence me; 
And as you are a King, ſpeak in your (tate, 
What I have done that misbecame my place, 
My perſon, or my Liege's ſoveraignty ? 

P. HENRY. You are right, Juſtice, and you weig| 

this well, | 

Therefore ſtill bear the balance and the ſword : 
And I do wiſh your honours may encreaſe, 
Till you do live to ſee a fon of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did: 
So ſhall I live to ſpeak my father's words, 
Happy am I, that have a man ſo bold 
That dares do juſtice on my proper ſon ; 
And no leſs happy having ſuch a ſon, 
That would deliver up his greatneſs ſo 
Into the hand of juſtice. You committed me; 
For which I do commit into your hand 
Th' unſtain'd ſword that you have us'd to bear, 
With this remembrance that you uſe the ſame 
With the like bold, juſt, and impartial ſpirit 
As you have done *gainſt me. There is my hand, 
You ſhall be as a father to my youth: 
My voice ſhall ſound as you do prompt mine ear 
And I will ſtoop and hnmble my intents, 
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To your well-praQtis'd wiſe directions. 
And Princes all, believe me I beſee ch you; 


My father is gone + wail'd into his grave, 
(For in his tomb lye my affections) 

And with his ſpirit ſadly I ſurvive, 

To mock the expeRations of the world, 

To fruſtrate prophecies, and to raſe out 
Rotten opinion, which hath writ me down 
After my ſeeming. Tho? my tide of blood 
Hath proudly flow'd in vanity till now; 


© Now doth it turn and ebb back to the ſea, 
Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of floods, 


And flow henceforth in formal Majeſty. 


Now call we our high court of Parliament, 
And let us chuſe ſuch limbs of noble counſel, 


That the great body of our ſtate may go 


In equal rank with the beſt govern'd nation; 
That war or peace, or both at once, may be 


As things acquainted and familiar to us, 


In which you, father, ſhall have foremoſt hand, 


[To Lord Chief Juſtice, 


Our coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remember'd) all our (tate, 

And (Heav'n conſigning to my good intents) 

No prince nor peer ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 

| Heay'n ſhorten Harry's happy life one day. [Exeur?. 


SCENE IV. 
CLOCESTERSHAEYRE. 


| Enter FALSTAFF, SHALLOW, SILENCE, BARDOLPH, 


the Page, and DAvY. 
AY, you ſhall ſee mine orchard, where 
in an arbour we will eat a laſt year's 


+ wild, 
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pippin of my own graffing, with a diſh of cartaways, 1 = 
and ſo forth : come couſin Silence; and then to bed. mar 
FAL. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich, S 


SHAL. Barren, barren, barren : beggars all, beg. 


gars all, Sir John: marry, good air. Spread Davy, T 
ſpread Davy, well faid Davy. 8 
FaL. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes; he it L 
your ſervingman and your husbandman. Ac 
SHAL. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very gool i 8 


varlet, Sir John. By th' Maſs I have drank too mud 774 
ſack at ſupper. A good varlet. Now fit down, non A 
fir down: come, couſin. And 
81. Ah, ſirrah, quoth-a, | 
We ſhall do nothing but cat, and make good chear,[ Singing, 
And praiſe heav'n for the merry year; 
When fleſh is cheap and females dear, 
And luſty lads room here and there; 
So merrily, and ever among, fo merrily, &c. 
FAL. There's a merry heart, good maſter Silence, 
I'Il give you a health for that anon. 
SHAL. | Give Mr. Bardolph ſome wine, Davy. 
Davy. Sweet Sir ſit; I'll be with you anon; mol 
ſweet Sir fit. Maſter Page fit: good maſter Page it: 


proface. What you want in meat we'll have in drink; D 
but you mult bear; the heart's all. B 
Sn. Be merry, maſter Bardolph, and my lit: WWF ®' 
ſoldier there be merry. Rs 
$1L, [Singing.] Be merry, be merry, my wife has al } 


For women are Shreauis, both ſhort and tall; 
Tiſ merry in hall, when beards wag all, 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. 


Be merry, be merry. 


+ Good Mr, Bardolph, ſome wine Davy. 
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ways, Fal. I did not think maſter Silence had been a 
bed. man of this mettle. 


1 rich, S1L. Who? have been merry twice and once 
8 beg ere now. 
Dau, Davy. There is a diſh of leather- coats for you. 
SHAL., Davy. | | 
he it Davy. Your worſhip——1'll be with you ſtreipht. 


A cup of wine, Sir? 
gool WF Si. [Singing. ] f cup 9 aviny, 
much That's brick and fine. 
, no And drink unto the leman mine; 
Aud a merry heart lives long-a. 
Far, Well ſaid, maſter Silence. 
nging, SW IL. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet 
of the night. 
Fa I. Health and long life to you, maſter Silence. 
81. Fill the cup and let it come. I'll pledge you, 
Vere't a mile to the bottom. 
lence BF SHAL. Honeſt Bardolph, welcome; if thou want'ſt 
any thing and wilt not call, beſhrew thy heart. Wel- 
come my little tiny thief, and welcome indeed too: Il. 


vy. 
1 | drink to maſter Bardolph, and to all the cavilerocs 
age it: adout London. 
drink; Davy. I hope to ſee London, ere I die. 
BARD. If I might ſee you there, Davy. 
y little BG Su AL. You'll crack a quart together? ha, will y0'2 
not, maſter Bardolph ? 
harall BAR. Ves, Sir, in a pottle pot, 


SHAL, By God's liggens I thank thee; the knave 
1 will tick by thee, I can aſſure thee that, He will not 
Out, he is true bred. 
BARD. And I'll ſtick by him, Sir, 
[One knocks at the dior, 


SHAL, Why, there ſpoke a king: lack nothing: 
Vor. IV. 0 
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be merry. Look; who's at the door there, ho: who 
knocks? * 

Fa L. Why now you have done me right. An 
FAY S1L. [Singing. ] Do me right, and dub me knight, Sa. Th 
0 mingo. Is't not ſo? | 


| FAL. Tis ſo. ing 
1 SIL. Is't fo? why then ſay an old man can do ſons i 
what. 
Davy. If it pleaſe your worſhip there's one Pilto! ne; 

come from the court with news. eit} 

Far. From the court? let him come in. unc 

S EME V. 

Enter Pis roi. = 

How now, Piſtol] ? = 

P1sT. Sir John, ſave you, Sir. 8-1 

Fai. What wind blew you hither, Piſtol ? Sir 


Pis r. Not the ill wind which blows no man gool, 
ſweet knight: thou art now one of the greateſt met 
in the realm. 


S1L. Indeed I think he be, but goodman PH | 
Barſon. I 
PisT. Puff? E 
Puff in thy teeth, moſt recreant coward baſe ! | Rob 
Sir John, I am thy Piſtol and thy friend; tis 
And helter skelter have I rode to thee nitic 
And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, I 
And golden times, and happy news of price. hoo 
FAL. I pr'ythee now deliver them like a man d F 
this world. F 

P1sT. A footra for the world and worldlings bf my 

J ſpeak of Africa and golden joys. ſtew 
Far. Obaſe Aſſyrian knight, what is thy neus“ ſwet 


Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof. 
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: wo 81. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John. 
PIs r. Shall dunghil curs confront the Helicons ? 
And ſhall good news be baffled ? 
t, da: Then Piſtol lay thy head in fury's lap. 
SHAL, Honeſt gentleman, I know not your breed- 
ing. 
o ſome . 3 Why then lament therefore. 
SHAL. Give me pardon, Sir, If you come witl: 
e Pi news from the court, I take it there is but two ways, 
either to utter them, or to conceal them. I am, Sir, 
under the King, in ſome authority. 
PisT, Under which King? Bezoniau, ſpeak or die. 
SHAL, Under King Harry. 
PisT. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? 
SHAL, Harry the Fourth, 
Pis r. A footra for thine office. 
Sir John, thy tender lamb-kin now is King, 
Harry the Fifth's the man. I ſpeak the truth. 
| When Piſtol lies, do this, and fig me like 
* The bragging Spaniard. 
| Far, What, is the old King dead? 
Pis r. As nail in door: the things I ſpeak are juſt. 
Far. Away Bardolph, ſaddle my horſe. Maſter 
Robert Shallow, chuſe what office thou wilt in the land, 
tis thine, Piſtol, I will double charge thee with dig- 
nities, 
| Bard. O joyful day! I would not take a knight- 
| hood for my fortune. 

PisT, What? I do bring good news? 

FaL. Carry maſter Silence to bed: maſter Shallow, 
my lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune's 
ſteward, Get on thy boots, we'll ride all night. Oh, 
| ſweet Piſtol ! away Bardolph : come, Piltol, utter more 
tome; and withal deviſe ſomething to do thyſelf good. 
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Boot, boot, maſter Shallow. I know the young King 


is ſick for me. Let us take any man's horſes : the laws ben 
of England are at my commandment. Happy are they I 
which have been my friends; and wo to my Lord | 
Chief Juſtice. well 
P1sT. Let vultures vile ſeize on his lungs allo: g 1 
Where is the life that late I led, ſay they? jut 
Why here it is, welcome this pleaſant day. Bs. 
[Exeunt, I 

] 

SCENE VI. ] 
LONDON. ] 


Frter T;/teſs Quicx xv, Doll TEAR-SHEET, ard 
Beadles. 

O, thou arrant knave, I would I might 

dic, that I might have thee hang'd; 


HOST. 


thou haſt drawn my ſhoulder out of joint, 10 

BEAD. The conllables have deliver'd her over to 
me; and ſhe ſhall have whipping cheer enough, 1 ſou 
warrant her. There hath been a man or two killd 
about her, | þ col 

Der. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie: come on, 1'l 
tell thee what, thou damn'd tripe-viſag'd raſcal, if the 
child I go with do miſcarry, thou had'ſt better thou 
had'ſt itruck thy mother, thou paper-fac'd villain. 

HosT. O that Sir John were come, he would mak? | 
this a bloody day to ſome body. But I pray God the Wi 
fruit of her womb miſcarry, as 

BEAD. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of cuſhions he 
again, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge yon 
both go with me, for the man is dead that you and 
Piſtol beat among you. ha 

Dor. I'll tell thee what, thou thin man in a cenſor; be 


I wil] have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blu 
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bottle rogue; you filthy famiſh'd correctioner, if you 
be not ſwindg'd III 5 ea half kirtles 


BEAD. Come, come, you ſhe-knight-arrant, come. 

HosT. O, that right ſhould thus o'ercome might! 
well, of ſufferance comes eaſe. 

Dol. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a 


juſtice. 


HosT. Yes, come, you ſtarv'd blood-hound. 

DoL. Goodman death, goodman bones. 

HosT. Thou“ atomy, thou. 

Dor. Come, you thin thing: come, you raſcal. 
Bear. Very well. [ Exzunt, 


S. ENI VII. 


Enter two Grooms, ſlrewing ruſhes. 


| eee ruſhes, more ruſhes. 


2 GROOM. The trumpets have 


ſounded twice. 


I GROOM. It will be two of the clock ere they 


come from the coronation : diſpatch, diſpatch. 


[ Exeunt Craomt. 


Enter FALSTAFF, SHALLOW, P1STOL, BAR- 
DOLPH, and the Boy. 


Fal. Stand here by me, maſter Robert Shallow, I 
will make the King do you grace: I will lear upon him 
as he comes by, and do but mark the countenance that 
be will give me. 

PIs r. Bleſs thy lungs, good Knight. 

Far. Come here, Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if I 
had had time to have made new liveries, I 8 have 
beltow'd the thouſand pound I borrow'd of you. But 
Anatomy. 


} {WEE 


ls in baſe durance and contagious priſon 
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it is no matter, this poor ſhew doth better; this dotl 
infer the zeal I had to ſee him. 


SHAL. It doth ſo. 

FAL. It ſhews my earneſtneſs of affection. 
Pisr. It doth ſo. 

Fat, My devotion. 

P1sT. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

FAL. As it were to ride day and night, and not to 


deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience to 
ſhift me. 


SHAL. It is moſt certain. | 
Fa L. But to ſtand (tained with travel, and ſweating 
with deſire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, putting 
all affairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing elſe to 
be done but to ſee him. 
PisT. *Tis ſemper idem; for abſque hoc nihil eff 
Tis all in every part, 
SHAL. *Tis ſo indeed. 


P1sT. My Knight, I will enflame thy noble liver, 
and make thee rage. 


Thy Dole and Helen of thy noble thoughts 


Hauld thither by mechanick dirty hands. ſnake, 

Rowze up revenge from ebon den, with fell Ale&o' 

For Dol is in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought but truth. 
Far. I will deliver her. 


P1sT, There roar'd the ſea; and trumpet clangout 
ſounds. 


| SCENE VIII. 
The Trumpets found. Enter the King and his trail 


Fal. God ſave thy grace, King Hal, my royal Hal. 


Pis r. The heay'ns thee guard and keep, molt royal 
imp of fame. | 
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Fal. God ſave thee, my ſweet boy. 
Kix. My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain 
man. 
Cu. Jus r. Have you your wits? know you what 
'tis you ſpeak ? 
Fart. My King, my Jove, I ſpeak to thee, my heart. 
+ Kinc.Iknow thee not, old man: fall to thy prayers : 
lotto How ill white hairs become a fool and jeſter ! 
ce h | bave long dream'd of ſuch a kind of man, 
| So ſurfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, and ſo prophane; 

hat being awake, Ido deſpiſe my dream. 
-atin; Make leſs thy body hence, and more thy grace, 
atting Leave gormandizing. Know, the grave doth gape 
Go is For thee, thrice wider than for other men, 

Reply not to me with a fool-born jeſt; 

il of Preſume not that I am the thing I was: 
For Heav'n doth know, fo ſhall the world perccive, 
That I have turn'd away my former ſelf, 
So will T thoſe that kept me company. 
When thou doſt hear I am as I have been, 
Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 
The tutor and the feeder of my riots; 
Til then I baniſh thee, on pain of death, 
As I have done the reſt of my miſ-leaders, 
Not to come near our perſon by ten miles. 
For competence of life, I will allow you, 
That lack of means enforce you not to evil: 
And as we hear you do * reform your ſelves, 
We will according to your ſtrength and qualities 
Give you advancement. Be't your charge, my lord, 
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SCENE IX. 


Far. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand pound, 


* SHAL, Ah marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you 
by to let me have home with me. 0 
48 Fa L. That can hardly be, Mr. Shallow. Do not 
4 you grieve at this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: Wl W. 
look you, he mult ſeem thus to the world. Fear not a, 
your advancement, I will be the man yet that ſhall wn. 
make you great. Con 

SHAL. I cannot perceive how: unleſs you give me 

your doublet and (tuff me out with ſtraw, I beleech 

you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of my 
thouſand. v 


Far. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This that 
you heard was but a colour, 

SHAL. A colour ] fear that you will die in, Sir John, 

Far. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner: 
come lieutenant Piſtol, come Bardolph. I ſhall be ſent 
for ſoon at night. 


Enter Chief Juſtice and Prince Jon x. 


Cu. JusT. Go carry Sir John Falſtaff to the fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. 

FAL. My lord, my lord. 

Cu. Jus r. Icannot now ſpeak, Iwill hear you ſoon 
Take them away. 


PisT. Si fortuna me tormento, ſpera me contents, 
[ Exeun!, 


Manent LANCASTER and Chief Juſtice. 


Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the King's. 
He hath intent his wonted followers 
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Shall all be very well provided for; 
| But they are baniſh'd, till their converſations 
| Appear more wiſe and modeſt to the world. 
| CH. JusT. And ſo they are. 
Lan. The King hath call'd his parliament, my lord. 
Cn. Jus r. He hath. 
Lax. I will lay odds, that ere this year expire, 
We bear our civil ſwords and native fire 
As far as France. I heard a bird fo ſing, 


Whoſe muſick, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence ? 
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EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by a DANCER. 


IRST, my fear ; then, my curt'fie; laſt, my ſpeech. . 


My fear is your diſpleaſure ; my curt'jie, my duty; 
and my ſpeech, to beg your pardons. 1f you look for a 
bead. ſpeech now, you unds me; for what I have to ſay is 
” mine own making, and what indeed 1 ſhould fay will 
Idoubt prove mine own marring. But to the 'purps ſe, and 
yt the venture, Be it known to you, ( as it is very auell) 
I was lately here in the end of a diſpleaſing play, to pray 
your patience for it, and to promiſe you a better. I did 
mean indeed to pay you with this ; which if, like an ill 


venture, it come untuckily home, I break; and you, my 


gentle creditors, Iofe. Here I promiſed you I would be, 
and here I commit my body to your mercies : bate me ſome, 
end Iavill pay you ſome, and as moſt debtors do, promiſe 
yu infinitely, 

If my tongue cant entreat you to acquit me, will you 
emmand me to uſe my legs ? and yet that were but light 
payment to dance out of your debt : but a good conſcience 

will make any poſſible ſatisfattion, and ſo will 1. AM 
he gentlewomen here have * forgiven me ; if the gentle» 
men will not, then the gentlemen do not agree with the 


gentlewwomen, which was never A before in ſuch an 
ajembly, 


forgotten. 


EPILOGU E. 


One word more I beſeech you; if you be not too nuch 
cloid with fat meat, our humble author will continue th; 
flory with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair 
Katharine of France; where, for any thing I know, Fal. 
taff ſhall die of a fweat, unleſs already he be fill d with 
your hard opinions : for F Oldcaſtle died a martyr, and 
this is not the man, My tongue is weary : when my leg; 
are too, I will bid you good night, and ſo kneel down le. 
fore you; but indeed to pray for the Queen. 


* This alludes to a play, in which Sir John Oldcaſile was pit 
for Falſtaff. 
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Dramatis Perſonac. 


KING HENRY the Fifth. 

Duke of GLoucts TER, 

Duke of BR Drop, Brothers to the King. 
Duke of CLARENCE, | 

Duke of York, : k 

Duke of ry Uncles to the King. 


Earl of SaLisBURy. 


Earl of WEsSTMORL AND. 

Earl of Warwick. | 

Arch-Biſhop of CanTERBURY. 

Biſhop of El v. 

Earl of CAM BRI DOE, 

Lord Scxoor, Conſpirators againſt the King. 


Sir THOMAas GREY, 

Sir Thomas ErPiNGHAM, 
GOWER, 

FLUELLEN, 
Mackmorkts, 


Jany, J 
Nym, ? 
8 


Officers in King Hen- 


Baxbolrn, I Formerly Servants to Falſtaff, nov 
PisTOL, Soldiers in the King's Army. 
Boy, 

BATES, 

Cour, Soldiers. 

WILLIAMS, 

CHARLES, King of France. 

The DAurnix. 

Duke of BuxGuNDY. 


Dramatis Perſonae., 


; MK ConsTaBLE, |] 
ORLEANS, | 
RamBUREs, French Lords. 
BOURBON, e 
CRANDPREE, | 
Governor of HARFLEUR, 
MounTJoy, a Herald. 
King. AMBASSADORS to the King of England, 
ISABEL, Queen of France, 
CATHARINE, Daughter to the King of France, 
ALICE, a Lady attending on the Princeſs Catharine, 
HOSTESS, 
LorDs, MESSENGERS, FRENCH and ENGLISH 
SOLDIERS, With other ATTENDANTS, 


The SCENE at the beginning of the PI Ax lies in 
England, but afterwards wholly in France, 
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PROLOGUE. 


O) For a Muſe of fire, that would aſcend 
The brighteſt heaven of invention, 

A kingdom for a ſtage, Princes to act, 

And Monarchs to behold the favelling ſcene! 

Then ſhould the warlile Harry, like himſelf, 

Aſſume the port of Mars, ard at his heels 

Leaſht in lize hounds, ſhould famine, fword and fire 

Crouch for employments. Pardon, gentles all, 

The flat unraiſed ſpirit that haih dar'd 

On this unworthy ſcaffold to bring forth 

So great an object. Can this Cock-pit hold 

The vaſty field of France? or may we cram 

Within this wooden O, the very caſkes 


' That did affright the air, at Agincourt ? 


O pardon ; fince a crooked figure may 
Alteſt in little place a million; 

Aud let us, cyphevs to this great accompt, 
On your imaginary forces work. 

Suppoſe within the girdle of theſe walls 
Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies ; 
Whoſe high up-reared, and abutting fronts 


| Theperillous narrow ocean parts aſunder. 


Piece out our imperſections with your thoughts : 
Into a thouſand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puiſſance : 

Think, when we talk of horſes, that you ſee them 
Printing their proud hoofs #th' receiving earth. 
For *tis your thoughts that now muſt deck our Kings, 
Carry them here and there, jumping ver times, 
Turning th' accompliſhment of many years 

Into an hour-glafs ; for the which ſupply, 
Admit me Chorus to this hiſtory ; 

Who prologue like, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our Play. 
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. 


LON DO N. 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop of CanTEerBuRY, and Biſhop 


of ELY. 


+ Arch-Biſhop of CANTERBURY. 


Y lord, I'll tell you, that ſelf bill is urg'd, 
Which in th'eleyenth year o'th' laſt King's 
reign 
Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, 


| But that the ſcambling and unquiet time 


Did put it out of farther queſtion, 


* This play was writ (as appears from a paſſage in the cho- 
rus to the fifth act) at the time of the Earl of Eſſex's command- 
ing the forces in Ireland, in the reign of ©. Elizabeth; and not 
till after Henry the Sixth had been play'd; as may be ſeen by the 
coacluſion of this play. | 
f This firſt ſcene was added ſince the addition of 1608, which 
is much ſhort of the preſent editions, wherein the ſpeeches are ge- 
nerally enlarg'd and raiſed: ſeveral whole ſcenes beſides, and all 
the chorus's alſo were ſince added by Shakeſpear. 
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"oY EL y. But how, my lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now? 
nw CANT, It muſt be thought on: if it paſs againſt us, And 
ny We loſe the better part of our poſſeſſion: You 
Ins For all the temporal lands, which men devout Hea 
9 By teſtament have given to the church, Lou 
Wh Would they {trip from us; being valu'd thus, Liſt 
* As much as would maintain to the King's honcur, A fe 
. Full fifteen Earls and fifteen hundred Knights, Tu 
4 Six thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires: Th. 
1 And to relief of lazars and weak age Fan 
5 ö Of indigent faiat ſouls, paſt corporal toil, Th 
F A hundred alms-houſes, right well ſupply'd; Ant 
1 And to the coffers of the King beſide To 
1 A thouſand pounds by th'year. Thus runs the bill. 50 
0 1 ELV. This would drink deep. Mr 
0 ws CanT, 'Twould drink the cup and all, W 
1 | ELy. But what prevention? Si 
CanT, The King is full of grace and fair regard, Hi 
6 EL v. And a true lover of the holy church. Hf 
14 * CanT. The courſes of his youth promis d it not; A 
. 1 , The breath no ſooner left his father's body, A 
| 1 I But that his wildneſs mortify'd in him F. 
1 Seem'd to die too; yea at that very moment 
Wl Conſideration, like an angel, came, A 
} 1 And whipt th'offending Adam out of him, N 
„ im | Leaving his body as a paradiſe Bo 
5"  Teinvelope and contain celeſtial ſpirits, A, 
Wl Never was ſuch a ſudden ſcholar made: 0 
1 Never came reformation in a flood [ 


With ſuch a heady current, ſcow'ring faults : 


f Nor ever Hydra-headed wilfulneſs : 
1 So ſoon did loſe his ſeat, and all at once, 
. As in this King. 

1 EL xv. We're bleſſed in the change. | 
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Caxr. Hear him but reaſon in divinity, 


And all-admiring with an inward wiſh 


You would deſire the King were made a Prelate, 
Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs, 


You'd ſay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy, 


| Liſt his diſcourſe of war, and you ſhall hear 
A fearful battel render'd you in muſick. 


Turn him to any cauſe of policy, 

The Gordian knot of it he will unlooſe 
Familiar as his garter. When he ſpeaks, 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is (till, 


And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears, 


To ſteal his ſweet and honied ſentences : 

So that the art and practic part of life 

Muſt be the-Miſtreſs to his theorique. 

Which is a wonder how his grace ſhould glean it, 


| Since his addiction was to courſes vain, 


His companies unletter'd, rude and ſhallow, 


| His hours fill'd up with riots, banquets, ſports; 
And never noted in him any ſtudy, 

Any retirement, any {ſequeſtration 

From open haunts and popularity. 


EL v. The Strawberry grows underneath the nettle, 


And wholſom berries thrive and ripen beſt 
| Neighbour'd by fruit of baſer quality: 


And ſo the Prince obſcur'd his contemplation 


| Under the veil of wildneſs, which no doubt 


Grew like the ſummer graſs, faſteſt by night, 
Unſeen, yet creſcive in his faculty. 

Carr. It mult be ſo; for miracles are ceas'd: 
And therefore we mult needs admit the means 
How things are perfected, 

ELy, But my good lord, 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
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Urg'd by the commons? doth his Majeſty 
Incline to it or no? 
CanrT. He ſeems indifferent: 
Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 
Than cheriſhing th'exhibiters againſt us. 
For I have made an offer to his Majeſty, 
Upon our ſpiritual convocation, 
And in regard of cauſes now in hand, 
Which I have open'd to his grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater ſum 
Than ever at one time the clergy vet 
Did to his predeceſſors part withal. 
ELy. How did this offer ſeem receiv'd, my lord? 
CanT. With good acceptance of his Majelty : 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 
(As I perceiv'd his grace would fain have done) 
The ſeveral and unhidden paſſages 
Of his true titles to ſome certain Dukedoms, 
And generally to the crown of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great grandfather, 
EL x. What was th'impediment that broke this off? 
CanT. The French ambaſſador upon that inſtant 


'Crav'd audience; and the hour I think is come 


To give him hearing. Is it four a-clock ? 
ELy. It is. | 
CanT, Then go we in to know his embaſſie: 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a word of it. 
ELy, I'll wait upon you, and I long to hear it. 
[Exeurt, 


Id? 


off! 


eunt, 


KING HENRY V. I. 2. It 


SCENE II. 


Enter King HENRY, GLOUCESTER, BEDFORD, 
CLARENCE, WARWICK, WESTMORLAND, 
and EXETER, 

K. HENRY. Where is my gracious lord of Can- 
terbury ? 
Exe, Not here in preſence, 
K. HENKky. Send for him, good uncle, 
+ WesT. Shall we call in th' ambaſſador, my 
Liege ? 
K. Henry. Not yet, my couſin ; we would be re- 
ſolv'd, 
Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, 
That taſk our thoughts, concerning us and France. 
Enter the Archbiſhop of CANTERBURY, and Bi- 
ſhop of EL v. 
CanT, God and his angels guard your ſacred 
throne, | 
And make you long become it. 
K. HENRY, Sure we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed, 

And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, 

Why the law Salike, that they have in France, 

Or ſhould, or ſhould not bar us in our claim. 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 

That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, 

Or nicely charge your underſtanding ſoul 

With opening titles miſcreate, whoſe right 

Sutes not in native colours with the truth, 

For God doth know how many now in health 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 

Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 

| + Here began the old Play. 
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I. 2. 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our perſon, 
How you awake our ſleeping ſword of war: 
We charge you in the name of God take heed. 
For never two ſuch kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood, whoſe guiltleſs drops 
Are every one a woe, a ſore complaint 
Gainſt him, whoſe wrong gives edge unto the ſwords 
That make ſuch waſte in brief mortality, 
Under this conjuration, ſpeak my lord; 
For we will hear, note, and believe in heart, 
That what you ſpeak is in your conſcience waſht, 
As pure as ſin with baptiſm, 
CanT, Then hear me, gracious Soveraign, and 
you Peers, 
That owe + your lives, your faith, and ſervices, 
To this imperial throne. 4 There is no bar 
To make againſt your highneſs' claim to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
No woman ſhall ſucceed in Salike land: 
Which Salike land the French unjuſtly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 
That the land Salike hes in Germany, 
Between the floods of Sala and of Elve: 
Where Charles the great having ſubdu'd the Saxon!, 
There left behind and ſettled certain French : 


+ your ſelves, your lives and ſervices. 

+ This whole ſpeech is copied (in a manner verbatim) fren 
Halls Chronicle, Henry V. year the ſecond, fol. 4. xx. xxx. xl. Ct. 
In the firſt edition it is very imperfect, and the very hiſtory and 
names of the Princes are confounded, but this was afterward fi 
right and corrected from his original, Hall's Chronicle. 
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Who holding in diſdain the German women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſht then this law; to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salike land : 
Which Salike, as I ſaid, twixt Elve and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany call'd Meiſen, 
Thus dothit well appear, the Salike law 
Was not deviſed for the realm of France. 
Nor did the French poſſeſs the Salike land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defun&tion of king Pharamond, 
dly ſuppos'd the founder of this law,) 
Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty fix ; and Charles the great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five, Beſides, their writers ſay, 
King Pepin, which depoſed Childerick, 
Did as heir general (being deſcended 
Of Blithild, which was daughter to King Clothair) 
Make claim and title to the crown of France. 
Hugh Capet alſo, who uſurp'd the crown 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain ſole heir-male 
Of the true line and ſtock of Charles the great; 
To fine his title with ſome ſhews of truth, 
(Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught) 
Convey'd himſelf as heir to th'lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the ſon 
To Lewis th'Emperor, which was the ſon 
Of Charles the great. Alſo King Lewis the ꝶ ninth, 
Who was ſole heir to the uſurper Capet, 
Could not keep quiet in his conſcience 
Wearing the crown of France, till ſatisfy'd 
+ tenth. See Hall, loc. cit. 
Vor. IV. con. 
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14 KING HENRY v. 1. 2. 
That fair Queen Iſabel his grandmother 


Was lineal of the lady Ermengere, 


Daughter to Charles the foreſaid duke of Lorain: 
By the which match the line of Charles the great 
Was re- united to the crown of France. 

So that as clear as is the ſummer's ſun, 

King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim, 
King Lewis his “ poſſeſſion, all appear 

To hold in right and title of the female. 

So do the Kings of France until this day. 


Howbeit they would hold up this Salike law, 


To bar your highneſs chiming from the female; 
And rather chuſe to hide them in a net, 
Than + openly imbrace their crooked titles, 
Uſurpt from you and your progenitors, [this claim! 
K. HENRY. May I with right and conſcience make 
CANT. The ſin upon my head, dread ſoveraign: 
For in the book of Numbers it is writ, 
When the 5 ſon dies, let the inheritance 
Deſcend unto the daughter, Gracious lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody flag, 
Look back into your mighty anceſtors ; 
Go, my dread lord, to your great grandſire's tomb, 
From whom you claim; invoke his warlike ſpirit, 
And your great uncle Edward the black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full pow'r of France: 
While his moſt mighty father on a hill 
Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lion's whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility, 
O noble Engliſh, that could entertain 
With half their forces the full pow'r of France, 
* ſatisfaftion, Hall, loc. cit. + upon. | 
t amply to, $ Max. See Hall, fol. 5. *. 
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And let another half ſtand laughing by, 
All out of work and cold for action! 
* EL v. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 

And with your puiſſant arm renew their feats! 

You are their heir, you fit upon their throne; 

The blood and courage that renowned them, 

Runs in your veins ; and my thrice-puifſant Liege 

Is in the very May-morn of his youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterpriſes, ſearth 
Ex E. Your brother Kings and Monarchs of the 

Do all expect that you ſhould rouze your ſelf, 

As did the former Lions of your blood. 


WES. They know your grace hath cauſe, and 
means and might; 
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lain! BY ss hath your highneſs, never King of England 
make BY Had nobles richer, and more loyal ſubjects, 
Ps Whoſe hearts have left their bodies here in England, 


And lye pavilion'd in the field of France. 
Cax r. O let their bodies follow, my dear Liege, 
With blood and ſword and ſire to win your right: 
In aid whereof we of the ſpirituality 
Will raiſe your highneſs fuch a mighty ſum, 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your anceſtors. [French, 
K. HEXRY. We mult not only arm t' invade the 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Againſt the Scot, who will make road upon us al 
With all advantages, 1 
Cant, They of thoſe Marches 4} 
Shall be a wall ſufficient to defend 1 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. only, 1 
K. HENRY. We do not mean the courſing ſnatchers 1 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 4 
Who hath been {till a giddy neighbour to us: 1 | 
B 2 i 
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For you ſhall read, that my great grandfather 


And make his chronicle as rich with praiſe, . 
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Never went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot on his unfurniſht kingdom 

Came pouring like a tide into a breach, 

With ample and brim-fulneſs of his force, 

Galling the gleaned land with hot aſſays, 

Girding with grievous ſiege caſtles and towns; 

That England being empty of defence, 

Hath ſhook and trembled at th' ill neighbourhood, 
CanT. She hath been then more fear'd than 

harm'd, my Liege; | 

For hear her but exampled by her ſelf, _ 

When all her chivalry hath been in France 

And ſhe a mourning widow of her nobles, 

She hath her ſelf not only well defended, 

But taken and impounded as a ſtray 

The King of Scots; whom ſhe did ſend. to France, 

To fill King Edward's fame with priſoner Kings; 


As is the ouzy bottom of the ſea 
With ſunken wrack and ſum-leſs treaſuries, 
El v. But there's a ſaying very old and true, 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland 
* firſt begin,” 
For once the Eagle England being in prey, 
To her unguarded neſt the Weazel, Scot, 
Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſucks her princely eggs, 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 
To tear and havock more than ſhe can eat. 
Ex R. It follows then the Cat muſt ſtay at home, 
Yet that is but a þ curs'd neceſſity; 
Since we have locks to ſafeguard neceſſaries, 


+ Hall's Chronicle, Hen. 5. year 2. fol. 7. page 2. x. 
| cruſt/d. 
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And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 

Th' adviſed head defends it {elf at home: 

For government, though high and low and lower, 

Put into parts, doth keep in one conſent, 

Congruing in a full and natural cloſe, 

Like muſick. 

CAanT, Therefore heaven doth divide 
50d, The ſtate of man in divers functions, 
d than Setting endeavour in continual motion: 

To which is fixed as an aim or butt, 

Obedience; for ſo work the honey bees; 

Creatures that by a rule in nature teach 

The art of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king and officers of ſorts, 

Where ſome like magiſtrates correct at home: 
ince, Others like merchants venture trade abroad: 
18S; Others, like ſoldiers armed in their ſtings, 

Make boot upon the ſummer's velvet buds : 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 

To the tent- royal of their emperor : 

e, Who buſied in his majeſty, ſurveys 

cotland i The ſinging maſon building roofs of gold, 
The civil citizens kneading up the honey, 
The poor mechanick porters crowding in 
Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate: 
The lad. ey d juſtice with his ſurly hum, 
Delivering o'er to executors pale 

The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, 
That many things having full reference 
To one conſent, may work contrarioully : 
As many arrows looſed ſeveral ways 
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As many freſh ſtreams meet in one ſaltſea; N 

As many lines cloſe in the dial's center; 

So may a thouſand actions once a - foot 

* End in one purpoſe, and be all well born 

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my 28 

Divide your happy England into four, 

Whereof take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal ſhall make all Gallia ſhake : 

If we with thrice ſach powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 

Let us be worried, and our nation loſe 

The name of hardineſs and policy. [Dauphin 
K. HENRY. Call in the meſſengers fent from the 

Now are we well reſolv'd, and by God's help 

And yours, the noble ſinews of our power, 

France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 

Or break it all to pieces. There we'll fit, 

Ruling in large and ample empery 

O'er France and all her almoſt kingly Dukedoms; 

Or lay theſe bones in an unworthy urn, 

Tombleſs, with no remembrance over them. 

Either our hiſtory ſhall with full month 

Speak freely of our acts; or elſe our grave, 

Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tongueleſs mouth, 

Not worſhipt with a waxen epitaph. 


SCENE III. 

Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our fair couſin Dauphin; for we hear 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Aug. May't pleaſe your Majeſty to give us [calc 
Preely to render what we have in charge : 
1 And, 
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or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew you far off 

he Dauphin's meaning and our embaſſie. 

Kk. H Ax Y. We are no tyrant, but a chriſtian King, 
nto whoſe grace our paſhon 1 is as ſubject, 
\s are our wretches fetter'd in our priſons : 
herefore with frank and with uncurbed plainneſs, 
ell us the Dauphin 's mind. 

Aug. Thus then in few. 
our highneſs lately ſending into France, 
Did claim ſome certain Dukedoms in the right 
df your great predeceſſor, Edward the third. 
nanſwer of which claim, the Prince our maſter 
days that you ſavour too much of your youth, 
Ind bids you be advis'd: there's nought in France 
That can be with a nimble galliard won; 
You cannot revel into Dukedoms there: 
e therefore ſends you (meeter for your ſpirit) 
his tun of treaſure; and in lieu of this, 
elires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 
ear no more of you. This the Dauphin ſpeaks, 

K. HE NR. What treaſure, uncle? 
Ex E. Tennis-balls, my Liege. [with us. 
K. HERR Y. We're glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant 
is preſent and your pains we thank you for. 
hen we have match'd our rackets to theſe balls, 
Ve will in France, by God's grace, play a ſet 
ball ſtrike his father's crown into the hazard, 
rell him h'ath made a match with ſuch a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France will be diſturb'd 
ich chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
o he comes o'er us with our wilder days, 
ot meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 
e never yala'd this poor feat of England, 
therefore lving hence, did give our ſelf 
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To barb'rous licence; as 'tis ever common, | Th 
That men are merrieſt when they are from home, Be 
But tell the Dauphin Iwill keep my ſtate, Th 
Be like a King, and ſhew my ſail of greatneſs, Mo 
When I do rowze me in my throne of France, We 
For that I have laid by my Majeſty, Th 
And plodded like a man for working days; Th: 


But I will riſe there with ſo full a glory, 
That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 


Vea ſtrike the Dauphin blind to look on us. E,. 
And tell the pleaſant Prince this mock of his F 
Hath turn'd his balls to gun-ſtones, and his ſoul 
Shall ſtand ſore charged for the waſtful vengeance E 
That ſhall fly with them: many thouſand widows \ 


Shall this his mock mock out of their dear huſbands; MW whe 
Mock mothers from their ſons, mock caſtles down: hal 


And ſome are yet ungotten and unborn, and 
That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dauphin's ſcorn, thor 
But this lies all within the will of God, 43 al 
To whom I do appeal, and in whoſe name E 
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on frier 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth Prat 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow'd cauſe. N 
So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dauphin cert: 
His jeſt will ſavour but of ſhallow wit, do a 
When thouſands weep more than did laugh at it. of it 
Convey them with ſafe conduct. Fare ye well. B 
[Exeunt Ambaſadir' 

Exe, This was a merry meſſage. (at: 4 
K. Henry, We hope to make the ſender blui at lers 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour, Fug 7 
That may give furth'rance to our expedition; Chan 
For we have now no thoughts in us but France, ns, 
ll 


Save thoſe to God that run before our buſineſs. 


KING HENRY V. I. 4. 21 


Therefore let our proportions for theſe wars 
ne, Be ſoon collected, and all thought upon 
That may with reaſonable ſwiftneſs add 
More feathers to our wings: for God before, 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore let every man now taſk his thought, 
That this fair action may on foot be brought. 
[ Exeunt, 
18S GEN E IV. 
Enter Corporal Ni u, and Lieutenant BaR Dor. 
Bak b. Well met, Corporal Nim. 


1 Ni u. Good-morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. [yet ? 
nce BarD. What, are ancient Piſtol and you friends 
o Nix. For my part I care not: I ſay little; but 
bands; ¶ when time ſhall ſerve there ſhall be ſmiles, but that 
own: BF ſhall be as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink 
and hold out mine iron; it is a {imple one, but what 
corn. though ? it will toaſt cheeſe, and it will endure cold 
as another man's ſword will; and there's an end, 
Bard, I will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you 
friends, and we'll be all three ſworn brothers to 
France: let it be ſo, good corporal Nim. 
| Nim, Faith I will live ſo long as I may, that's the 
un certain of it; and when I cannot live any longer, I will 
do as I may: that is my reſt, that is the rendezyous 
t it. of it. 
|. Bak. It is certain, corporal, that he is married to 
aſſadr! | 
(it: + Between this and the foregoing Scene, in all the editions hi- 
bluil at therto is inſerted the Chorus which I have poſtpon'd. That Cho- 
rus manifeſily is intended to advertiſe the Spectators of the 
; Change of the Scene to Southampton, and therefore ought to be 
e, blac'd juſt before that Change, and not here, where the Scene is 
5, Hill continued in London. 
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Nel Quickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong, for you 
were troth-plight to her, 

Nin. I cannot tell, things muſt be as they may; 
men may ſleep, and they may have their throats about 
them at that time, and ſome ſay knives have edges: it 
muſt be as it may; though patience be a tir'd name, 
yet ſhe will plod; there muſt be concluſions ; well, 
cannot tell, 

Enter Pis Tol andQUICKLY., 

BaRD. Here comes ancient Piſtol and his wife; 
good corporal, be patient here, How now, mine hol: 
Piſtol ? 

Pis r. Baſe tyke, call'ſt thou me hoſt? now by 
this hand, I ſwear I ſcorn the term, nor ſhall my Nell 
keep lodgers. 

Quick. No by my troth not long: for we cannot 
lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gentlewomen 
that live honeſtly by the prick of their needles, but it 
will be thought we keep a bawdy-houſe ſtraight, 0 
welliday lady, if he be not hewn now, we ſhall ſee 
wilful adultery and murther committed. 

BaRD, Good lieutenant, good corporal, offer no- 
thing here, 

Ni. Piſh. 

PIs r. Piſh for thee, Iſland dog; thou prick- ear d 
cur of Iſland. 

Quicx. Good corporal Nim, ſhew thy valour and 
put up thy ſword. 

NIN. Will you ſhog off? I would have you /elu-. 

PIs r. Solus, egregious dog! O viper vile; 

The /olus in thy molt marvellous face. 

The /olus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 

And in thy hateful lungs, yea in thy maw perdy; 
And which is worſe within thy naſty mouth. 
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or you I do retort the ſolus in thy bowels; | 
For I can take, and Piſtol's cock is up # 
may; W And flaſhing fire will follow. : 
| about Ni u. I am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me : 
ges: I Lhave an humour to knock you indifferently well; if 
name, W you grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with 
well,! my rapier as I may, in fair terms. If you would walk 
off, I would prick your guts a little in good terms as 
I may, and that's the humour of it. 
s wife; Pis r. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 


ne hol: I The grave doth gape andF groaning death is near, 
Therefore exhale. 

ow by BaRD. Hear me, hear me what: I fay: he that 

1y Nell ¶ ſtrikes the firſt ſtroke, I'll run him up to the hilts as I 
am ſoldier. [bate. 

cannot Pis r. An Oath of mickle might; and fury ſhall a- 

women 


Live me thy fiſt, thy fore - foot to me give: 
but it Thy ſpirits are more tall. 
zht. 0 Ni x. I will cut thy throat one time or other in fair 
all fee terms, that is the humour of it. 
Pis r. Coup a gorge, that is the word. I deſie thee 
fer no: again. 
O hound of Creet, think'ſt thou my ſpouſe to get? 
No co the ſpittle go, 
c-ear'l BY And from the powd'”ring tub of infamy 
Fetch forth the lazar Kite of Creſſid's kind, 
ur and BY Dol Tear-ſheet, ſhe by name, and her eſpouſe. 
have, and I will hold the Quondam Quickly 
clas. For th? only ſhe 3 and pauca, there's enough, go to. 
Enter the Boy. 
Boy. Mine hoſt Piſtol, you muſt come to my ma- 
ſter, and your hoſteſs: he is very ſick, and would to 
＋ bed. Good Bardolph, put thy 4 noſe between his 


+ doating. + face. 
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ſheets, and do the office of a warming- pan: faith, he's 
very ill. 

BARD, Away, you rogue. 

Quick. By my troth, he'll yield the Crow a pud- 
ding one of theſe days; the King has kill'd his heart, 
Good huſband come home preſently. [Exit Quick, 

BaRD. Come, ſhall l make you two friends? we 
mult to France together : why the devil ſhould we 
keep knives to cut one another's throats ? 

P1sT, Let floods o'eriwell, and fiends for food 

howl on, 

N1m. You'll pay me the eight ſullings I won of you 
at betting ? 

Pis r. Baſe is the ſlave that pays. [it, 

Ni u. That now Iwill have; that's the humour of 

PisT, As manhood ſhall compound, puſh home. 

[ Draz, 

BAR D. By this ſword, he that makes the ſirſt thrult, 
FI kill him; by this ſword I will, 

PIs r. Swordi is an oath, and oaths muſt have thcir 
courſe. 

Ba RD. Corporal Nim, an thou wilt be friends, be 
friends; an thou wilt not, why then be enemies with 
me too; pr'ythee put up. 

PIs r. A noble ſhalt thou have and preſent pay, 
And liquor likewiſe will 1 give to thee, 

And friendſhip ſhall combine and brotherhood, 
I'll live by Nim, and Nim ſhall live by me. 

Is not this jult ? for I ſhall Suttler be 

Unto the camp, and profits will accrue, 

Give me thy hand. 

Nin. I thall have my noble? 

PIS r. In caſh moſt juſtly paid. 

Ni u. Well then; that's the humour of 't. 
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Enter Hoſteſs. 


Hos r. As ever you came of women, come in 
quickly to Sir John: ah poor heart, he is ſo ſhak'd of a 
burning quotidian tertian, that it is molt lamentable to 
behold, Sweet men, come to him, 


| ve will live. 


Ni u. The King hath run bad humours on the 


Knight, that's the even of it, 


PIs r. Nim, thou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart is 


frated and corroborate. 


Nix. The King is a good King, but it muſt be as 


it may; he paſſes ſome humours and careers. 


P1sT, Let us condole the Knight; for, lambkins ! 
[ Exeunt, 


C&ACT WH CCENE I 


SOUTH- HAMPTON. 


Enter CHoRUus, 


OW all the youth of England are on fire, 
And ſilken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 


Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 


Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 
They ſell the paſture now to buy the horſe, 
Following the mirror of all chriſtian Kings, 
With winged heels, as Engliſh Mercuries. 


+ I have divided the Acts of this Play differently from all the 
editions, by beginning here the ſecond Act, whereby each throughout 
the Play begins with a Chorus, regularly ; whereas before, this 
Chorus was ſtuck into a place where it interrupted the continu- 
auce of the Scene, and for want of this diviſion they were forc'd 
to ſplit the one day's battle at Agincourt into two afts, namely 
the third and fourth, See the note on Act 4. Scene 13. 
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For now ſits expectation in the air, 

And hides a ſword from hilts unto the point 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry and his followers. 

The French, advis'd by good intelligence 

Of this moſt dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their fear, and with pale policy 

Seek to divert the Engliſh purpoſes, 

O England ! model to thy inward greatneſs, 
Like little body with a mighty heart ; 

What mighrt'{t thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 

But ſee thy fault France hath in thee found out, 
A nelt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 

With treach'rous crowns, and three corrupted men, 
One, Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the ſecond 
Henry lord Scroop of Maſham; and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
Have for the gilt of France (O guilt indeed |) 
Confirm'd conſpiracy with fearful France, 

And by their hands this grace of Kings muſt die, 
If hell and treaſon hold their promiſes, 

E'er he take ſhip for France. Then in Southampton 
Linger your patience on, and ꝶ well digeſt 

Th' abuſe of diſtance, while we force a play. 
The ſum is paid, the traitors are agreed, 

The King is ſet from London, and the ſcene 

Is now tranſported, gentles, to Southampton : 
There is the play-houſe now, there muſt you ſit, 
And thence to France ſhall we convey you ſafe, 
And bring you back: charming the narrow ſeas 
To give you gentle paſs ; for if we may, 

We'll not offend one ſtomach with our play. 

+ we'll digeſt Th” abuſe of diſtance ; force a play. 


ipton 


Y 
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But till the King come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton do we ſhift our ſcene, [Exit, 


SCENE II. 
Enter EXETER, BEDFORD, and WESTMORLAND, 
BED. Fore God, his grace is bold to truſt theſe 
traitors, 
ExE, They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 
WES r. How {ſmooth and even they do bear them- 
As if allegiance in their boſoms ſate, [{elves, 
Crowned with faith and conſtant loyalty, 
Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream not of, 
Ex E. Nay but the man that was his bed-fellow, 
Whom he hath lull'd and cloy'd with gracious fa- 
That he ſhould for a foreign purſe ſo fell [yours ! 
His Soveraign's life to death and treachery. 
[Trumpets found, 
Enter the King, SCROOP, CAMBRIDGE, and GREY, 
K. Hens y. Now fits the wind fair, and we will a- 
board. | 
My lord of Cambridge, and my lord of Maſham, 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts : 
Think you not that the pow'rs we bear with us 
Will cut their paſſage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution and the act 
For which we have in head aſſembled them, 
SCROOP, No doubt, my Liege; if each man do 
his beſt, 
K. HENRY. I doubt not that, ſince we are well 
perſuaded 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, 
That grows not in a fair conſent with ours: 
And leave not one behind, that doth not wiſh 
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Succeſs and conqueſt to attend on us. 
CAM. Never was monarch better fear'd and loy's MW An. 


Than is your Majeſty; there's not a ſubject We 
That ſits in heart - grief and uneaſineſs . 
Under the ſweet ſhade of your government. [mic ( 
GREY. True; thoſe that were your father's ene. Lot 
Have ſteept their gauls in honey, and obſerve you 6 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal, ( 
K. HENRY. We therefore have great cauſe & k 
thankfulneſs, The 

And ſhall forget the office of our hand, ore 
Sooner than quittance of deſert and merit, Rea 
According to the weight and worthineſs, My 


Scro0P. So ſervice ſhall with ſteeled ſinews toi We 
And labour ſhall refreſh itſelf with hope, 
To do your grace inceſſant ſervices, 

K. HENRY. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Excter, 
Inlarge the man committed yeſterday, 

That rail'd againſt our perſon : we conſider 
It was excels of wine that ſet him on, 
And on his more advice we pardon him, 

SCRoo?P. That's mercy, but too much ſecurity: 
Let him be puniſh'd, Soveraign, leſt example 
Breed by his ſuff rance more of ſuch a kind. 

K. Henry. O let us yet be merciful, 

Cam, So may your highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 

Grey. You ſhew great mercy; if you give him lif 
After the taſte of much correction. [of m 

K. HEXRVY. Alas, your too much love and ci! 
Are heavy oriſons gainſt this poor wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on diſtemper 

Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ſtretch our ehe 
When capital crimes, chew'd, ſwallow'd and digelts! 
Appear before us? we'll enlarge that man, 
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Though Cambridge, Scroop and Grey in their dear 
lord And tender preſervation of our perſon, [care 
Would have him puniſh'd, Now to our French cauſes, 
Who are the late commiſhoners ? 


[mis Cam. I one, my lord, 
s ene. Tour highneſs bad me aſk for it to-day, 
you ScR00P, So did you me, my Liege. 
GREY. And I, my Soveraign. [is yours : 


K. HEN RV. Then Richard Earl of Cambridge there 
There yours, lord Scroop of Maſham ; andSir Knight, 
Grey of Northumberland, this fame is yours; 
Read them, and know I know your worthineſs, 
My lord of Weſtmorland and uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to-night, Why, how now gentlemen ? 
What ſee you in thoſe papers that you loſe 
So much complexion ? look ye how they change! 
Their cheeks arc paper. Why, what read you there 
That hath ſo cowarded and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance ? | 

Cams, I confeſs my fault, 
And do ſubmit me to your Highneſs' mercy. 

GREY. Sckoor. To which we all appeal. : 

K. HE NR. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
By your own counſel is ſuppreſs'd and kill'd: 

You muſt not dare for ſhame to talk of mercy, 


-auſe 0 


aws toll 


Exeter, 


2urity: 
e 


in too. or your own reaſons turn upon your boſoms, 
- himlif s dogs upon their maſters, worrying you. 
[of ne dee you my Princes and my noble Peers, 


Theſe Engliſh monſters! my lord Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
To furniſh him with all appertinents 
belonging to his honour ; and this man 
Hath for a few light crowns lightly conſpir'd, 
and ſworn unto the practices of France 
Vor. IV. D 
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To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight no leſs for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworn. But O! 
What ſhall 1 ſay to thee lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, ſavage, and inhuman creature! 
Thou that didſt bear the key of all my counſels, 
That knew'lt the very bottom of my ſoul, 
That almoſt might'ſt have com'd me into gold, 
Would'it thou have practis*d on me for thy uſe ? 
May it be poſſible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one ſpark of evil 
That might annoy my finger ? tis ſo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs 
As black and white, my eye will ſcarcely ſee it. 
+ Treaſon and murder ever kept together, 
As two yoak-devils {worn to either's purpoſe ; 
Working ſo groſly in a natural cauſe, 
That admiration did not hoop at them, 
But thou gainſt all proportion didſt bring in 
Wonder to wait on treaſon, and on murther : 
And whatſoever cunning hend it was 
That wrought upon thee ſo prepolt'rouſly, 
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence: 
And other devils that ſuggeſt by-treaſons 
Do botch and bungle up damnation, 
With patches, colours, and with forms being fetcht 
From gliſt'ring ſemblances of piety : 
But he that temper'd thee bad thee ſtand up, 
Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhouldſt do treaſon, 
Unleſs to dub thee with the name of traitor. 
If that ſame Daemon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his Lion-gate walk the whole world, 


+ What follows to the end of this ſpeech is additional fu 


the fir/t edition. 
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He might return to vaſty Tartar back, 
And tell the legions, I can never win 
A ſoul ſo eaſie as that Engliſhman's. 
Oh, how haſt thou with jealouſie infected 
The ſweetneſs of affiance ! Shew men dutiful ? 
Why ſo didſt thou, or ſeem they grave and learned? 
Why ſo didſt thou. come they of noble family? 
Why ſo didſt thou. ſeem they religious? 
Why ſo didſt thou, or are they ſpare in diet, 
Free from groſs paſſion or of mirth or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, nor ſwerving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck d in modeſt complement, 
Not working with the eye without the ear, 
And but in purged judgment truſting neither ? 
Such, and ſo finely boulted didſt thou ſeem. 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 
To make þ the full-fraught man, the beſt, endu'd 
With ſome ſuſpicion. I will weep for thee, 
For this revolt of thine methinks is like 
Another fall of man — Their faults are open, 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the law, 
And God acquit them of their practices. 

Exe. I arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of 
Richard Earl of Cambridge. 

I arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of Tho- 
mas Lord Scroop of Maſham. | 

I arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of Tho- 
mas Grey, Knight of Northumberland, 

Sexoor. Our purpoſes God juſtly hath diſcover'd, 
And I repent my fault more than my death 
Which 1 beſeech your highneſs to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it, 

+ boulted or ſifted, [i. e.] refined, or purg'd from all faults. 

| thee, | | | | 
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Cam. For me the gold of France did not ſeduce, 
Although 1 did admit it as a motive 
The ſooner to effect what I intended; 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which I in ſuff*rance heartily rejoice for, 
Beſeeching God and you to pardon me. 
GREy. Never did faithful ſubject more rejoice 
At the diſcovery of moſt dangerous treaſon, 
Than I do at this hour joy o'er my ſelf, 
Prevented from a damned enterprize : | 
My fault but not my body, pardon Soveraign. 
EK. Henky, God quit you in his mercy ; hear your 
ſentence; 
You have conſpir'd againſt our royal perſon, 
+ Join'd with an enemy, and from his coffers 
Receiv d the golden earneſt of our death; 
Wherein you would have ſold your King to ſlaughter, 
His Princes and his Peers to ſervitude, 
His ſubjects to oppreſſion and contempt, 
And his whole kingdom into deſolation. 
Touching our perſon, ſeek we no revenge, 
But we our kingdom's ſafety muſt ſo tender, 
Whoſe ruin you three ſought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Go therefore hence, 
Poor miſerable wretches to your death ; 
The taſte whereof God of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences. Bear them hence. { £xevi! 
Now, lords, for France, the enterprize whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
We doubt not of a fair and lucky war, 
Since God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light 
This dangerous treaſon lurking in our way, 
+ This ſpeech alſo has been enlarged by the author. 
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uce, To hinder our beginning. Now we doubt not 

But every rub is ſmoothed in our way: 

Then forth dear countrymen; let us deliver 

Our puiſſance into the hand of God, 

Putting it ſtrait in expedition, 

Chearly to ſea the {igns of war advance, 

No King of England, if not King of France. [Excant. 


ice 
SCENE III. 


Changes again to London. 
ar your 
Enter PIs Tor, Nim, BAK DOoL n, Boy, and Heſteſs. 

Hos r. Pr'ythee honey ſweet husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

PIs TOL. No, for my manly heart doth yern. 
Bardol ph, be blith : Nim, rouze thy vaunting veins: 
Boy, briſtle thy courage up; for Falſtaff he is dead, 
And we muſt yern therefore. 

Ba RD. Would Iwere with him whereſome'erhe is, 
either in heaven or in hell. 

Hos r. Nay, ſure he's not in hell; he's in Arthur's 
boſom, if ever man went to Arthur's boſom. He made 
afiner end, and went away an it had been any chriſ- 
tom child ; a partedeven juſt between twelve and one, 
even at the turning o'th” tide : for after I ſaw him fum- 
ble with the ſheets, and play with flowers, and ſmile 
upon his finger's end, I knew there was but one way ; 
lor + his noſe was as ſharp as a pen. How now, Sir 


vu ghter, 


VS 


"Exeunt, 
>of 


F his noſe was as ſharp as a pen, and a table of green fields. 

Theſe words and a table of green fields are not to be found in 

the old editions of 1600 and 1608, This nonſenſe got into all the 

following editions by a pleaſant miſtake of the Stage-editors, who 

or. Printed from the common piecemeal- written Parts in the Play- 
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John? quoth I: what man? be a good cheer: ſo : 
cricd out, God, God, God, three or four times. Now 
I, to comfort him, bid him a ſhould not think of 
God; I hop'd there was no need to trouble himſelf 
with any ſuch thoughts yet: ſo a bad me lay more 
clothes on his feet: I put my hand into the bed and 
felt them, and they were as cold as a ſtone : then! 
felt to his knees, and ſo upward, and upward, and all 
was as cold as any ſtone. 

N1m. They ſay he cried out of ſack. 

Hos r. Ay that a did, 

BaRD. And of women. 

Hos r. Nay that a did not. 

Boy, Yes that he did, and ſaid they were devil 
incarnate, 

Hos r. A could never abide carnation, *twas 4 
colour he never lik'd. 

Boy, He ſaid once, the deule would have him a: 
bout women. 

Hos r. He did in ſome ſort indeed handle women; 
but then he was rheumatick and talk'd of the whore 
of Babylon. | Er 

Bo v. Do you not remember he ſaw a flea ſtick up- 
on Bardolph's noſe, and ſaid it was a black ſoul burn: F. 


ing in hell. And 
BARD. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that I To: 
fire: that's all the riches I got in his ſervice. The 
Ni. Shall we ſhogg? the King will be gone from ef k 
South-hampton. = 
0 


bouſe. A Table was here directed to be brought Is, (it being a W. 
* . . . . . It 
ſeene in a tavern where they drink at parting) and this directiu 


F 
crept into the text from the margin. Greenfield was the name 8 
of the Property man in that time who furniſh'd ane o% tf 
for the attors, A Table of Greenfield's, | 
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pis r. Come, let's away. My love, give me thy lips: 

Look to my chattels, and my moveables; 

Let ſenſes rule; the word is pitch and pay; 

ruſt none, for oaths are ſtraws, men's faiths are wa- 
fer-cakes, 

\nd hold- faſt is the only dog, my Duck, 

Therefore Caveto be thy counſellor, 

Go, clear thy cryſtals. Yoke-yoke-fellows in arms 

Let us to France, like Horſe-leeches, my boys, 

To ſuck, to ſuck, the very blood to ſuck. 

Bo v. And that's but unwholſome food, they ſay, 

PisT, Touch her ſoft mouth and march. 

BARD. Farewel hoſteſs. [adieu, 

Nix. I cannot kiſs, that is the humour of it; but 

P1sT. Let houſewifery appear; keep cloſe, I thee. 


r: fox 
8. Now 
hink of 
himſelf 
y more 
ed and 

then! 
and all 


e devils 


'twas 2 ommand. 
Hos r. Farewel; adieu. [Exeunt. 
him a- 
SCENE IV. 
— Changes to France. 
whore 
Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the Duke of 
ick up- BURGUNDY and the Conſtable. 
1 burn: Fa, KinG, Thus come the Engliſh with full power 
And more than carefully it us concerns [upon us, 
'd that To anſwer royally in our defences, 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
ze from of Brabant and of Orleans ſhall make forth, 
And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwift diſpatch; 
- being Toline and new repair our towns of war 
direfim With men of courage, and with means defendant : 


for England his approaches makes as fierce 
A waters to the ſucking of a gulf, 
it fits us then to be as provident 
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As fear may teach us out of late examples, 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh 
Upon our fields. 
- Pav. My moſt redoubted father, 
It is moſt meet we arm us *gainſt the foe : 
For peace it ſelf ſhould not ſo dull a Kingdom, 


(Tho? war, nor no known quarrel were in queſtion) 


But that defences, muſters, preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled and collected, 
As were a war in expectation, 

Therefore I ſay 'tis meet we all go forth, 

To view the fick and feeble parts of France : 
And let us do it with no ſhew of fear ; 


No, with no more than if we heard that England 


Were bufied with a Whitſon morris- dance: 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly king'd, 
Her ſcepter ſo fantaſtically born, 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous youth, 
That fear attends her not. 

Cox. O peace, Prince Dauphin, 
+ You are too much miſtaken in this King : 
Queſtion your grace the late ambaſſadors, 
With what great ſtate he heard their embaſſie, 
How well ſupply'd with noble counſellers, 
How modeſt in exception, and withal 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution : 
And you ſhall find his vanities fore-ſpent 
Were but the out · ſide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly; 
As gardeners do with ordure hide thoſe roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring and be moſt delicate. 


Dau. Well, tis not fo, my lord high conſtable. 


But tho? we think it fo, it is no matters | 
+ This part much inlarg'd ſince the firſt writing. 
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In ca aſes of defence, 'tis beſt to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he ſeems, ' 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd ; 
Which of a weak and niggardly projection, 
Doth like a miſer ſpoil his coat with ſcanting 
A little cloth. 
Fr. Kix. Think we King Harry ſtrong ; 
And Princes look you ſtrongly arm to meet him. 
The kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon us; 
And he is bred out of that bloody itrain 
That haunted us in our familiar paths : 
Witneſs our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſſy battle fatally was ſtruck, 
And all our princes captiv'd by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward the Prince of Wales : 
While that his mountain fire, on mountain ſtanding, 
Up in the air, crown'd with the golden ſun, 
Saw his heroick ſeed, and ſmil'd to ſee him 
Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made, This 1s a ſtem 
Of that victorious ſtock; and let us fear 
The native mightineſs and fate of him, 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Mess. Ambaſſadors from Harry King of England 
Do crave admittance to your Majeſty, 
Fr, Kix G. We'll give them preſent audience. Go, 
and bring them. 
You ſee this chaſe is hotly follow'd, friends. [dogs 
Dav. Turn head, and ſtop purſuit; for coward 
Moſt ſpend their mouths, when what they ſeem to 
threaten 
Runs far before them. Good my Soveraign, 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 
Vor Iv. E. 
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Of what a monarchy you are the head: 
Self- love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a fin 


As ſelf-negleQing. 


S ENEV. 
Enter EXETER, 

FR. KING. From our brother England? 

Ex k. From him; and thus he greets your Majeſty: 
He wills you in the name of God Almighty, 
That you diveſt your ſelf, and lay apart 
The borrow'd glories, that by gift of heaven, 
By law of nature and of nations, long 
To him and to his heirs; namely the crown, 
And all the wide- ſtretch'd honours that pertain 
By cuſtom and the ordinance of times, 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know 
Tis no ſiniſter nor no awkward claim, 
Pick'd from the worm-holes of long-vaniſh'd days, 
Nor from the duſt of old oblivion rak'd; 
He ſends you this moſt memorable line, 
In every branch truly demonſtrative, 
Willing you over-look his pedigree; 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd of famous anceſtors, 
Edward the Third; he bids you then reſign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger, 

FR. KING. Or elſe what follows? 

Ex E. Bloody conſtraint; for if you hide the crown 

Ev'n in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
And therefore in fierce tempeſt is he coming, 
In thunder and in earthquake like a Jove: 
That if requiring fail, he may compell. 
He bids you in the bowels of the lord, 


jeſty: 


ays, 
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Deliver up the crown, and to take mercy 
on the poor ſouls for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vaſty jaws ; upon your head 
Turning the widows tears, the orphans cries, 
The dead mens blood, the Þ pining maidens groans, 
For huſbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 
That ſhall be ſwallow'd in this controverſie. 
This is his claim, his threatning and my meſſage ; 
Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence here, 
To whom expreſly I bring greeting too. 
FR. KING. For us we will conſider of this further: 
To-morrow ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 
Dau. For the Dauphin, 
I ſtand here for him; what to him from England? 
ExE. Scorn and defiance, ſlight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not miſ-become 
The mighty ſender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus ſays my King; and if your father's highneſs 
Do not in grant of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter mock you ſent his Majeſty ; 
He'll call you to ſo hot an anſwer for it, 
That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your treſpaſs, and return your mock 
In ſecond accent to his ordinance. 
Dau. Say, if my father þ render fair reply, 
It is againſt my will; for I deſire 
Nothing but odds with England; to that end, 
As matching to his youth and vanity, 
did preſent him with thoſe Paris balls. 
Ex k. He'll make your Paris Louvre ſhake for it, 
Were it the miſtreſs court of mighty Europe : 
And be aſſur'd you'll find a difference, 
+ privy maidens. tender. 
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As we his ſubjects have in wonder found, 
Between the promiſe of his greener days 
And theſe he maſters now; now he weighs time 
Even to the utmoſt grain, which you ſhall read 
In your own loſſes, if he ſtay in France. 
FR. KING. To-morrow you ſhall know our mind 
at full, | [ Flouriſh, 
Ext, Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leſt that our King 
Come here himſelf to queſtion our delay, 
For he is footed in this land already, conditions: 
FR. KI x G. You ſhall be ſoon diſpatch'd with fair 
A night is but ſmall breath, and little pauſe, 
To anſwer matters of this conſequence, [ Zxcunt. 


+40T 1 CREE IL, 


FR ANC. 


Enter CHORUS. 
HUS with imagin'd wing our ſwift ſcene flies, 
- In motion of no leſs celerity 
Than that of thought. Suppoſe that you have ſeen 
The well-appointed King at Dover Peer 
Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet 
With ſilken ſtreamers the young Phoebus fanning. 
Play with your fancies; andin them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle ſhip boys climbing, 
Here the ſhrill whiſtle which doth order give 
To ſounds confus'd ; behold the threaden ſails, 
Born with th' inviſible and creeping wind, 
+ This whole act (and alſo the reſt of the play) very much 
enlarged and improved by the author ſince the editions of 1600, 
and 1608, 
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Draw the huge bottoms thro? the furrow'd ſea, 
Breaſting the lofty ſurge, O, do but think 
You ſtand upon the rivage, and behold 
A city on th' inconſtant billows dancing; 
For ſo appears this fleet majeſtical, 
Holding due courſe to Harfleur, Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to ſternage of this navy, 
And leave your England, as dead midnight (till, 
Guarded with grandſires, babies and old women, 
Or paſt or not arriv'd to pith and puiſſance: 
For who 1s he whoſe chin is but enrich'd 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
Theſe cull'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein ſee a ſiege: 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages 
With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppoſe th* ambaſſador from France comes back, 
Tells Harry, that the King doth offer him 
Katharine his daughter, and with her to dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms : 
The offer likes not; and the nimble gunner 
With lynſtock now the deviliſh cannon touches, 

[ Alarm, and Cannon go off. 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And eke out our performance with your mind. [ Ext. 


SCENE II. 


Enter King Henry, EXETER, BEDFORD, and 
GLOUCESTER, with ſcaling-laders, as before 
HARFLEUR, 


K. Henry. Once more unto the breach, dear 
friends once more; 


Or cloſe the wall up with our Engliſh dead. 
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42 KING HENRY V. III. 2. 


In peace there's nothing ſo becomes a man 

As modelt ſtillneſs and humility : | 

But when the blaſt of war blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the Tyger; 

Stiffen the ſinews, ſummon up the blood, 
Diſguiſe fair nature with hard-favour'd rage; 
Then lend the eye a terrible aſpect ; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head, 
Like the braſs cannon let the brow o'erwhelm it, 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 

O'er-hang and jutty his confounded baſe, 
Swill'd with the wild and waſtful ocean. 

Now ſet the teeth, and ſtretch the noſtril wide, 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every ſpirit 
To his full height, Now on, you nobleſt Engliſh, 


Whoſe blood is fetcht from fathers of war- proof; 


Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanders, 


Have in theſe parts from morn till even fought, 


And ſheath'd their ſwords for lack of argument : 
Diſhonour not your mothers ; now atteſt, 


That thoſe whom you call'd fathers did beger you. 


Be copy now to men of groſſer blood, 


And teach them how to war ; and you, good yeomen, 
Whoſe limbs were made in England, ſhew us here 


The mettle of your paſture: let us ſwear 


That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not: 


For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, 
That hath not noble luſtre in your eyes; 

I ſee you ſtand like Greyhounds in the flips, 
Straining upon the ſtart. The game's a-foot : 
Follow your ſpirit; and upon this charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 


[ Alarm, and Cannon go df, 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Ni u, BARDOLPH, Pis rok, and Boy. 


BARD. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the 
breach. | 

Ni x. Pray thee, corporal, ſtay, the knocks are too 
hot; and for mine own part, I have not a caſe of 
lives : the humour of it is too hot, chat is the very 
plain ſong of it. 

PisT, The plain ſong is moſt juſt; for humours 

do abound : | 
Knocks go and come: God's vaſſals drop and die; 
And ſword and ſhield, in bloody field, doth win im- 
mortal fame. 

Boy. Wou'd I were in an ale-houſe in London, I 
ould give all my fame for a pot of ale and ſafety. 


: Pis r. F And I; if wiſhes would prevail, 
I wou'd not (tay, but thither would I hye. 
Enter FLUELLEN. 

FL u. Up to the breach, you dogs; avaunt, you cul- 
u. lions. 

P13T, Be merciful, great Duke, to men of mould, 
1en, Wvate thy rage, abate thy manly rage; 
N ood bawcock bate thy rage, uſe lenity ſweet chuck. 

Nim, Theſe be good humours; your honour wins 
ot! bad humours. [ Exeunt. 


Boy, As young as I am, I have obſerv'd theſe three 
Waſhers, Iam boy to them all three; but all they 
iree, though they would ſerve me, could not be 
man tome; for indeed three ſuch antiques do not 
amount to a man, For Bardolph, he is white liver'd 
end red fac'd, by the means whereof he faces it 
ut, but fights not. For Piſtol, he hath a killing tongue 
+ See edit. of 1600, and 1608. 
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and a quiet ſword; by the means whereof he breaky 
words, and keeps whole weapons. For Nim, he hath 
heard that men of few words are the beſt men, and 
therefore he ſcorns to ſay his prayers, leſt he ſhould 
be thought a coward; but his few bad words are 
match'd with as few good deeds, for he never broke 
any man's head but his own, and that was againſt : 
poſt when he was drunk. They will ſteal any thing 
and call it purchaſe, Bardolph ſtole a lute-caſe, bore 
it twelve leagues, and ſold it for three half-pence, 
Nim and Bardolph are ſworn brothers in filching ; and 
in Calais they ſtole a fire-ſhovel. I knew by that 
piece of ſervice, the men would carry coals, They 
would have me as familiar with mens pockets as ther 
gloves or their hand-kerchers; which makes much 
againſt my manhood, for if I would take from ano- 
ther's pocket to put into mine; it is plain pockettiny 
up of wrongs. I muſt leave them, and feek ſome bet 
ter ſervice ; their villany goes againſt my weak fo 
mach, and therefore I mult caſt it up, [Exit By, 
Enter GOWER, 

GowER. Captain Fluellen, you muſt come pre 
ſently to the mines; the Duke of Glouceſter would 
ſpeak with you, 

FLvy, To the mines? tell you the Duke it is n0! 
ſo good to come to the mines; for look you the mines 
are not according to the diſciplines of the war; te 
concavities of it is not ſufficient: for look you, 
athverſary (you may diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you) 
is dig'd himſelf four yards under the countermines: 
by Cheſhu I think a will plow up all, if there is 10. 
petter directions. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter, to whom te 
order of the ſiege is given, is altogether directed bj 
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Iriſh man, a very valiant gentleman i' faith, 
FLv. It 1s captain Mackmorrice, is it not ? 
GoweER,. I think it be. 

FL v. By Cheſhu he is an Aſs, as in the world: I 
will verifie as much in his beard ; he has no more di- 
rections in the true diſciplines of the wars, look you 
of the Roman diſciplines, than is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter MACKMORRIS, and Capt. IA. 

GOW RER. Here he comes, and the Scots captain, 
captain Jamy with him. 

FL u. Captain Jamy is a marvellous valorous gentle- 
man, that is certain, and of great expedition and 
knowledge in the ancient wars, upon my particular 
knowledge of his directions; by Cheſhu he will main- 
tain his argument as well as any military man in the 
world, in the diſciplines of the priſtine wars of the 
Romans. 

Jau. I ſay gudday, captain Fluellen, 

Fru. Godden to your worſhip, good captain 
James, 

GOWER. How now, captain Mackmorris, have 
you quitted the mines? have the pioneers given 
over? | | 

Mack. By Chriſh law tiſh ill done; the work iſh 
give over, the trumpet ſound the retreat. By my hand 
| ſwear, and by my father's foul, the work iſh ill 
done; it ith give over; 1 would have blowed up the 
town, ſo Chriſh ſave me law, in an hour, O tiſh ill 
done, tiſh ill done; by my hand tiſh ill done. 


\ 
\ 


FL u. Captain Mackmorrice, I beſeech you now will 
yau vouchſafe me, look you, a few diſputations with 
Jou, as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines 
of the war, the Roman wars, in the way of argument, 
look you, and friendly communication ; partly to ſa- 

Vor. IV. 
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tisfy my opinion, and partly for the ſatisfaction, look 
you, of my mind, as touching the direction of the mi- 
litary diſcipline, that is the point. 

Jau v. It ſall be very gud, gud feith, gud captens 
bath, and I fall quit you with gud leve, as I may pick 
occaſion; that fall I marry. 

Mack. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh fare 
me: the day is hot, and the weather and the wars, 
and the King and the Duke; it is not time to di- 
courſe, the town is beſeech'd; and the trumpet calls 
us to the breach, and we talk, and by Chriſh do no- 
thing, tis ſhame for us all; ſo God ſa' me *tis ſhame 
to ſtand ſtill, it is ſhame by my hand; and there 1s 
throats to be cut, and works to be done, and there iſh 
nothing done, ſo Chriſh {a' me law. 

Jau. By the meſs, ere theiſe eyes of mine take 
themſelves to ſlomber ayle do gud ſervice, or ail: 
ligge i'th' ground for it; ay, or go to death; and lle 
pay it as valorouſly as I may, that ſal I ſurely do, ths 
breff and the long; marry, I wad full fain heard ſome 
queſtion *tween you tway. 

FLvu. Captain Mackmorrice, I think, look you, un- 
der your correction, there is not many of your na— 

tion 

Mack. Of my nation? what iſh my nation? iſha 
villain, and a baſtard, and a knave, and a raſcal! 
what iſh my nation? who talks of my nation? 

FLu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwik 
than is meant, captain Mackmorrice, peradventure! 
ſhall think you do not uſe me with that affability ® 
in diſcretion you ought to uſe me, look you, being ® 
good a man as your ſelf both in the diſciplines of wars, 
and in the derivation of my birth, and in other part” 
cularities, 
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Mack. I do not know you ſo good a man as my 
ſelf, ſo Chriſh ſave me, I will cut off your head. 

GowER. Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each 

other. 

Jau. A, that's a foul fault. [A Parley ſounded. 

GowER. The town ſounds a parley. 

FL vu. Captain Mackmorris, when there is more bet- 
ter opportunity to be requir'd, look you, III be ſo 
bold as to tell you I know the diſciplines of war, and 
there's an end, [ Excunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Enter King HENRY and bis train before the gates. 
K. Henk v. How yet reſolves the governor of the 
This is the lateſt parle we will admit : [town ? 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
Orlike to men proud of deſtruction 
Defie us to our worſt; as I'm a ſoldier, 
(A name that in my thought becomes me : beſt) 
If I begin the batt'ry once again, 
I will not leave the half-atchieved Harfleur, 
Till in her aſhes ſhe lie buried. 
The gates of mercy ſhall be all ſhut up ; 
And the fleſh'd ſoldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand ſhall range 
With conſcience wide as hell, mowing like graſs 
Your freſh fair virgins and your flow'ring infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious war, | 
Array'd in flames like to the Prince of fiends, 
Do with his ſmircht complexion all fell feats, 
Enlinkt to waſte and deſolation ? 
What is't to me, when you your ſelves are cauſe, 
If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot ang forcing violation ? 
F 2 
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What rein can hold licentious wickedneſs, 

When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We may as bootleſs ſpend our vain command 
Upon th' enraged ſoldiers in their ſpoil, 

As ſend our precepts to th' Leviathan | 
To come a-ſhoar. Therefore you men of Harfleur, 
Take pity of your town and of your people, 
While yet my ſoldiers are in my command, 

While yet the cool and temp'rate wind of grace 


 O'er-blows the filthy and contagious clouds 


Of heady murther, ſpoil and villany, 
If not; why in a moment look to ſee 
The blind and bloody ſoldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your ſhrill-ſhrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the ſilver beards, 
And their moſt reverend heads daſht to the walls; 
Your naked infants ſpitted upon pikes, 
While the mad mothers with their howls confus'd 
Do break the clouds ; as did the wives of Jewry, 
At Herod's bloody-hunting ſlaughter-men. 
What ſay you ? will you yield, and this avoid ? 
Or guilty in defence be thus deſtroy'd ? 

Enter Governor, 

Gov, Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dauphin, of whom ſuccours we entreated, 
Returns us, that his pow'rs are yet not ready 
To raiſe ſo great a ſiege. Therefore, great King, 
We yield our town and lives to thy ſoft mercy: 
Enter our gates, diſpoſe of us and ours, 

For we no longer are defenſible, 


K. HENRY. Open your gates: come, uncle Exete! 


Go you and enter Harfleur, there remain, 
And fortify it {trongly *gainſt the French: 


Uſe mercy to them all, For us, dear uncle, 


Ka 
bien le 
AL 
Ka 
prenne 
glois ? 


Retel, 


KING HENRY v. M. . 49 


The winter coming on, and ſickneſs growing 
Upon our ſoldiers, we'll retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harfleur we will be your gueſt, 
To-morrow for the march we are addreſt, 


[Flouriſh, and enter the town, 


+SCENE v. 
Enter KATHARINE and an old gentlewoman. 

KaTH. Alice, tu as eft& en Angleterre, et tu parlois 
lien le language. 

ALiCe. Un peu, madame. | 

KATH. Je te prie de m' enſeigner, 17 ſaui que ap- 
renne a parler. Comment appellò vous la main en An- 
glois? 

ALiCE., La main, il eſt appelle, de hand. 

Karh. De hand. 

ALICE, Et le doyt. 

KATH. Le doyt, me ſoy je oublie le doyt, mais je me 
ſouviendra le doyt, je penſe qu'ils ont appelle des fingres, 
ouy de fingres. 

ALIcE. La main, de hand; le doit, le fingres. Je 


penſe que je ſuis le bon efcalier. 


KaTH. F ay gaigne deuz mots d' Anglois v itement, 
comment appelle vous les ongles ? 


AL1ce. Les ongles, les appellont de nayles, 

KATH. De nayles. Eſcoutez : dites moy, ft je parle 
bien: de hand, de fingres, de nayles. 

ALICE, C eſt bien dit madame, il eft fort bon hos 


| lois, 


Karh. Dites moy en Anglois le bras, 
AL1CE, De arme, madame. 


+ I have left this ridiculous ſcene as T found it ; and am 


ſorry to have no colour left, from any of the editions, to imagine 
it interpolated, | 
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KATH, Et le coudse. 

ALICE, D' elbow, 

KaTH. D' elbow: je men faitz la repetition de tous 
les mots que vous m aviz apprins des a preſent. 

ALICE. II eſt trop difficile madame, comme ze penſe, 

KATH. Excuſe may Alice, eſcoute, q hand, de fingre, 
de nayles, d' arme, de bilbow. 

ALICE, D' elbow, madame. 

KaTH. O Signeur Dieu, je men oublie q elbow; 
comment appelle vous le col? 

AL1CE, De neck, madame. 

KATH, De neck; et le manton? 

ALICE. De chin. 

KaTH., De ſin: le col, de neck: le manton, de ſin. 

AL1CE, Ouy. Saufvoſtre honneur en verité vous Pro- 
noncies les mots auſſi droict, que le natiſi d' Angleterre. 

KATH. Je ne doute point d apprende par le grace d. 
Dieu, et en peu de temps. 

AL1CE. N' avez vous pas dęſia oublic ce que je vous 
ay enſeigne ? 

KaTH. Non, je reciteraya vous promptement d land, 
de fingre, de nayles, madame. 

AL1CE, De nayles, madame. 

KaTH. De nayles, de arme, de ilbow, 

AL1CE. Sauf voſtre honneur d elbow, 

KaTH, Ainſi de-je d' elbow, de neck, de fin: com: 
ment appelle vous les pieds et de robe. 

ALicse, Le foot madame, et le count. 

Karg. Le foot, et le count: O Seignieur Dieu! ce 


III. 5. 


ſont des mots mauvais, corruptible et impudique, et non 


pour les damnes d honneur d uſer : je ne voudrois pro- 
noncer cets mots devant les Seigneurs de France, pour toil 
le monde! il faut le foot, et le count, neant- moins. Je 
reciteray un autrefois ma legon enſemble, d hand, de fin. 


-0771* 


KING HENRYV. III. 6ff 51 
pre, de nayles, d' arme, d elbow, de neck, de fin, de 


foot, de count. 
ALiCE. Excellent, madame. 
KaTH. C' eft aſſet pour une fois, allons nous en di- 


| ſner, [ Exeurt. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Dule of Bri- 
tain, the Conſtable of France, and others, 


Fs, KING. Tis certain he hath paſs'd the river 
Some. 
Cox. And if he be not fought withal, my lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all, 
And give our vineyards to a barb'rous people. 
Dav. O dieu vivant! ſhall a few ſprays of us, 
(The emptying of our fathers luxury,) 
Our Syens, put in wild and ſavage ſtock, 
* Sprout up ſo ſuddenly into the clouds, 
And over-look their grafters ? [ baſtards. 
BRIT. Normans, but baſtard Normans, Norman 
Mort de ma vie, if thus they march along 


| Unfought withal, but I will ſell my Dukedom, 


To buy a foggy and a dirty farm 


In that + ſhort, nooky Iſle of Albion. this mettle ? 


Con. Dieu de Batailles! why whence have they 


Is not their climate foggy, raw and dull? 
On whom, as in deſpight, the ſun looks pale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns ? can ſodden water, 
A drench for ſur-reyn'd jades, their barley-broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat? 
And ſhall our quick blood, ſpirited with wine, 
deem froſty ? Oh! for honour of our land, 

* Spirt.. nook ſhatten. 
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Let us not hang like frozen Iſicles 
Upon our houſe- tops, while more froſty people 
Sweat drops of gallant + blood in our rich fields : 
Poor we may call them in their native lords. 
Dau. By faith and honour, 
Our madams mock at us, and plainly ſay 
Our mettle is bred out ; and they will give 
Their bodies to the luſt of Engliſh youth, 
To new- ſtore France with baſtard warriors, 
BRI. They bid us to the Engliſh dancing-ſchools, 


And teach Lavalta's high and ſwift Curranto's ; 


Saying our grace is only in our heels, 

And that we are moſt lofty run-aways. [him hence, 
FR. KING. Where is Montjoy the herald ? ſpced 

Let him greet England with our ſharp defiance. 

Up Princes, and with ſpirit of honour edg'd 

Yet ſharper than your ſwords, hie to the field: 

Charles Delabreth, high conſtable of France; 

You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 

Alanſon, Brabant, Bar and Burgundy, 

Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 

Beaumont, Grandpree, Rouſhe, and Faulconbridge, 

Loys, Leſtraile, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 

High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords and 

Knights; 


For your great ſeats now quit you of great ſhames: 


Bar Harry England, that ſweeps through our land 
With penons painted in the blood of Harfleur : 
Ruſh on his hoſt, as doth the melted ſnow 
Upon the vallies, whoſe low vaſſal ſeat 
The Alps doth ſpit and void his rheum upon. 
Go down upon him, you have pow'r enough, 
And in a captive chariot into Roan 

+ youth; 


ols, 
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Bring him our priſoner, 
Com, This becomes the great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are ſo few, 
His ſoldiers fick, and famiſht in their march : 
For I am ſure when he ſhall ſee our army, 
He'll drop his heart into the fink of fear, 
And for atchievement offer us his ranſom. 
FR. KING. Therefore Lord Conltable, haſte on 
Mountjoy, 
And let him ſay to England, that we ſend 
To know what willing ranſom he will give. 
Prince Dauphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan, 
Dav. Not ſo, I do beſeech your Majeſty. 
FR. KinG, Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us, 
Now forth Lord Conſtable and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of England's fall. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter GOWER and FLUELLEN. 

Gow. How now, captain Fluellen, come you from 
the bridge? 

FL v. I afſure you there is very excellent ſervices 
committed at the pridge. 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe ? 

FLu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon, and a man that I love and honour with 
my ſoul, and my heart, and my duty, and my life, and 
my living, and my uttermoſt power. He is not, God be 
praiſed and pleſſed, any hurt in the world: he is main- 
tain the pridge moſt valiantly with excellent diſci- 
line, There is an ancient lieutenant there, I think 
in my very conſcience he is as valiant a man as Mark 
Antony, and he is a man of no eſtimation in the 

Vor. IV. G 
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| world, but I did ſee him do gallant ſervices, 
be Gow. What do you call him ? 

bl FL u. He is call'd ancient Piſtol, 
Gow, I know him not. 

| Enter PiSTOL, 

| FLv. Here is the man. 


The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 


PIs r. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me rend : 


2 FLv. I, I praiſe God, and 1 have merited ſome love 


þ at his hands, 


| 
3 , b | Pis r. Bardolph, a ſoldier firm and ſound of heart 


1 And buxom valour, hath by cruel fate 
1588 And giddy fortune's furious fickle wheel, 


1:8 leſs ſtone 


9 1 A allo with a wheel, to ſigniſie to you, which is the mo- 
. ral of it, that ſhe is turning and inconſtant, and mu- 
* „ tabilities and variations; and her foot, look you, 1s 
3 1 fixed upon a ſpherical ſtone, which rowles and rowles 


moral. 
him; 
damned death ! 


Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free, 
And let not hemp his wind-pipe ſuffocate ; 


fatt. 


1 That Goddeſs blind that ſtands upon the rolling reſt- 
FL v. By your patience, Ancient Piſtol: fortune 1s 


ue painted plind, with a muffler before her eyes, to ſig- 
1 „ nifie to you that fortune is plind; and ſhe is painted 


and rowles; in good truth, the Poet makes a mol: 
excellent deſcription of it: fortune is an excellent 


Pis r. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on 


For þ he hath ſtoln a Pax, and hanged mult a be; 


+ This is conformable to hiſtory, a ſoldier (Hall tells 1, 
Hen. 5, year 3. fol. 14.) being hang'd at this time for ſic) 4 


ls uf, 
ſuch 4 
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But Exeter hath given the doom of death 

For Pax of little price. Therefore go ſpeak, 
The Duke will hear thy voice; 

And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut 

With edge of penny-cord, and vile reproach, 
Speak captain for his life, and 1 will thee requite. 

FLv. Ancient Piſtol, 1 do partly underſtand your 
meaning, | 

PisT, Why then rejoice therefore. 

FL v. Certainly ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice 
at; forif, look you, he were my brother, I would de- 
fire the Duke to uſe his good pleaſure and put him to 
executions, for diſciplines ought to be uſed. 

PisT, Die and be damn'd, and Figo for thy friend- 

| ſhip. Bs 

FLv, It is well. 

PIs r. The fig of Spain 

FL u. Very good. 

Gow. Why this is an arrant counterfeit raſcal, I 
remember him now; a bawd, a cut-purſe. 

FL u. I'll aſſure you, he utt'red as prave words at 
the pridge as you ſhall ſee in a ſummer's day: but it 
is very well; what he has ſpoke to me, that is well I 
warrant you, when time is ſerve, 

Gow. Why tis a gull, a fool, a rogue that now 
and then goes to the wars, to grace himſelf at his re- 
turn into London, under the form of a ſoldier. Such 
fellows are perfect in the great commanders names, 
and they will learn you by rote where fervices were 
done; at ſuch and ſuch a ſconce, at ſuch a breach, at 
ſuch a convoy; who came off bravely, who was ſhot, 
Who diſgrac'd, what terms the enemy ſtood on; and 
this they con perfectly in the phraſe of war, which they 
trick up with new-turned oaths ; and what a beard of 

G 2 


[ Exit Piſt. 
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the general's cut, and a horrid ſute of the camp, will 
do among foaniing bottles and ale-waſh'd wits, is won- 
derful to be thought on | But you mult learn to know 
ſuch ſlanders of the age, or elſe you may be maryel- 
louſly miſtook. 

FL u. I tell you what, captain Gower ; I do perceive 
he is not the man that he would gladly make ſhew to 
the world he is; if I find a hole in his coat I will tell 
him my mind; hear you, the King is coming and! 
mult + ſpeak with him. 


SCENE VIII. 


Drum and Colours. Enter the King and his pur 
. feldiers, 


FLvu. God pleſs your Majeſty. 

K. HENRY. How now Fluellen, cam'ſt thou from 
the bridge ? ; 

FL u. I, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty : the Duke of Exc 
ter has very gallantly maintain'd the pridge; the 
French is gone off, look you, and there is gallant and 
molt prave paſſages; marry th' athverſary was have 
poſſeſhon of the pridge, but he is enforced to retire, 
and the Duke of Exeter is maſter of the pridge : I can 
tell your Majeſty the Duke is a prave man. 

K. Henry, What men have you loſt, Fluellen? 

FLvu. The perdition of th' athverſary hath been 
very great, very reaſonable great; marry for my part, 
I think the Duke hath loſt never a man but one that is 
like to be executed for robbing a church, one Bar- 
dolph, if your Majeſty know the man : his face is all 

+ ſpeak with him from the bridge, is added in the latter edi 

tions ; but it is plain from the ſequel, that the ſeene here cout 
nues, and the affair of the bridge is over, 
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bubuckles and whelks and knobs, and flames of fire, 
and his lips blows at his noſe, and it is like a coal of 
fire, ſometimes plue, and ſometimes red ; but his noſe 
is executed and his fire's out. off, 
K. HENRY. We would have ſuch offenders ſo cut 
And give expreſs charge thar in all our march 
There ſhall be nothing taken from the villages 
But ſhall be paid for, and no French upbraided 
Or yet abuſed in diſdainful language ; 
When lenity and cruelty play for kingdoms, 
The gentler gameſter is the ſooneſt winner, 
Tucket ſounds. Enter Moux rj ox. 
MovunrT. You know me by my habit, 
K. HENRY. Well then I know thee; what ſhall 1 
know of thee ? 
MounrT. My maſter's mind. 
K. HENRY. Unfold it. England, 
Movxr. Thus ſays my King: ſay thou to Harry 
Although we ſeemed dead, we did but ſleep : | 
Advantage is a better ſoldier than raſhneſs. 
Tell him we could at Harfleur have rebuk'd him, 
But that we thought not good to bruiſe an injury 
Till it were ripe. Now ſpeak we on our cue, 
With voice imperial : England ſhall repent 
His folly, ſee his weakneſs, and admire 
Our ſuff*rance. Bid him therefore to conſider 
What muſt the ranſom be, which muſt proportion 
The loſſes we have born, the ſubjects we 
Have loſt, and the diſgrace we have digeſted ; 
To anſwer which, his pettineſs would bow under. 
Firſt for our loſs, too poor is his Exchequer 
For the effuſion of our blood, his army 
Too faint a number; and for our diſgrace, 
Evin his own perſon kneeling at our feet 
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A weak and worthleſs ſatis faction. 


To this defiance add; and for concluſion, 


Tell him he hath betray'd his followers, 
Whoſe condemnation is pronounc'd, So far 
My King and maſter; and ſo much my office, 
K. HE XR. What is thy name? I know thy quality, 
MovunT. Mountjoy. | back, 
K. HEN RV. Thou do'ſt thy office fairly. Turn thee 
And tell thy King, I do not ſeek him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment; for to ſay the ſooth, 
(Though 'tis no wiſdom to confeſs ſo much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage) 
My people are with ſickneſs much enfeebled, 
My numbers lefſen'd ; and thoſe few I have, 
Almoſt no better than ſo many French; 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee herald, 
I thought upon one pair of Engliſh legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 
That I do brag thus; this your * air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me; I muſt repent. 
Go therefore tell thy maſter here I am; 
My ranſom is this frail and worthleſs trunk ; 
My army but a weak and fickly guard : 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himſelf and ſuch another neighbour 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Mountjoy. 
Go bid thy maſter well adviſe himſelf: 
If we may paſs, we will; if we be hinder'd, 
+ We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour; and ſo Mountjoy fare you well, 
The ſum of all our anſwer is but this; 
heir, in the firſt edition. 
+ Hall's Chronicle, fol. 14. Hen, 5. year 2. 
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We would not ſeek a battle as we are, 

Yet as we are, we ſay we will not ſhun it: 

So tell your maſter, 
Movunr, I ſhalldeliverſo: thanks to your highneſs. 

| [ Extt, 
GLov, I hope they will not come upon us now. 
K. HENRY. We are in God's hand brother, not in 
| theirs : 

March to the bridge, it now draws toward night, 

Beyond the river we'll encamp our ſelves, 

And on to-morrow bid them march away. [Exeunt. 


{SCENE IX. 
Enter the Conſtable of France, the Lord Rauzuxks, 
ORLEANS, DAUPHIN, with others, 

Con. Tut, I have the beſt armour of the world. 

OxL. You have an excellent armour ; but let my 
horſe have his due, 

Co. It is the beſt horſe of Europe. 

OL. Will it never be morning? 

Dau. My lord of Orleans and my lord high 
* Conſtable, you talk of horſe and armour ? 

Or. You are as well provided of both as any 
*Prince in the world. 

Dau. What a long night is this? I will not change 
my horſe with any that treads but on four paſterns ; 
*he bounds from the earth, as if his entrails were 
chairs; when I beſtride him, 1 ſoar, I am a Hawk; he 
'trots the air, the earth ſings when he touches it; the 


| This ſcene is ſborter, and I think better, in the firſt editions 
of 1600 and 1608. But as the enlargements appear to be the au- 
thor's own, I would not omit them; but have, for the reader's 
Curioſity, marked them with ſmall comma's, 
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© baſeſt horn of his hoof is more muſical than the pipe 
* of Hermes, 

Ox. He's of the colour of a nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beaſt 
for Perſeus; he is pure air and fire ; and the dull ele- 
ments of earth and water never appear in him, * but 
only in patient ſtilneſs while his rider mounts him; 
© he is indeed a horſe, and all other jades you may 
call beaſts, | 

Cox. Indeed my lord, it is a moſt abſolute and 
© excellent horſe. 

Pau. It is the prince of palfreys, his neigh is like 
© the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance en- 
* forces homage, 

Oz. No more, couſin, 

Dau. Nay the man hath no wit, that cannot 
* from the riſing of the lark to the lodging of the 
* lamb, vary deſerved praiſe on my palfrey; it is a 
theme as fluent as the ſea: turn the ſands into elo- 
quent tongues, and my horſe is argument for them 
* all; *tis a ſubject for a Soveraign to reaſon on, and 
© for a Soveraign's Soveraign to ride on; and for the 
* world, familiar to us and unknown, to lay apart their 
particular functions and wonder at him.“ I once writ 
a ſonnet in his praiſe, and began thus, Wonder of na- 
ure. 
Ox. I have heard a ſonnet begin ſo to one's mi- 
ſtreſs. 

Dav. Then did they imitate that which I compos d 
to my courſer, for my horſe is my miſtreſs, 

Ox. Your miltreſs bears well. 

* Dav, Me well, which is the preſcript praiſe and 
perfection of a good and particular miſtreſs, 

Con, Methought yeſterday your miſtreſs ſhrewd! 
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hook your back. 

* Dav. So perhaps did yours. 

Cox. Mine was not bridled. 

Pau. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle, and 

you rode like a Kerne of ireland, your French hoſe 
© off, and in your (trait ſtroſſers. 

* Con. You have good judgment in bernd 

Dau. Be warn'd by me then; they that ride ſo 
and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs ; I had rather 
have my horſe to my miltreſs, 

Co. I had as lieve have my miſtreſs a jade. 

Dau. I tell thee Conſtable my miſtreſs wears her 
own hair, 

cox. I could make as true a boaſt as that, if I had a 
ſow to my miſtreſs. 

* Dau. Le chien ef retourné d ſon propre vomiſſoment, 
et la truie lavee au tourvier ; thou mak'(t uſe of any 
* thing, 

© Con. Yet do I not uſe my horſe for my miſtreſs, 

or any ſuch proverb, ſo little kin to the purpoſe. 

RAM. My lord Conſtable, the armour that I ſaw 
in your tent t6-night, are thoſe ſtars, or ſuns upon 
it? 

Cox. Stars, my lord. 

* Dav, Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

* Cox, And yet my ſky ſhall not want. 

mi Pau. That may be, for you bear many ſuperflu- 
* ouſly, and *rwere more honour ſome were away. 

pos'd Cox. Ev'n as your horſe bears your praiſes, who 
*would trot as well were ſome of your brags diſ- 
mounted. 

e and *Dav, Would I were able to load him with his 
deſert.“ Will it never be day? I will trot to- mor- 
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row a mile, and my way ſhall be paved with Engliſh 


faces. 

Con. I will not ſay ſo, for fear I ſhould be fac'd out 
of my way; but I would it were morning, for I would 
fain be about the ears of the Engliſh. 

Ram, Who will go to hazard with me for twenty 
Engliſh priſoners ? 

Con. You mult firſt go your ſelf to hazard ere you 


have them. 


Dau. Tis mid-night, I'Il go arm my ſelf, [Exit, 

Ox. The Dauphin longs for morning. 

RAM. He longs to eat the Engliſh, 

Cox. I think he will eat all he kills, 

Ok. By the white hand of my lady he's a gallant 
© Prince. 

Cox. Swear by her foot, that ſhe may tread out 
© the oath. 

Ox. He is ſimply the moſt active gentleman of 


Cox. Doing is activity, and U will ſtill be doing. 

OL. He never did harm that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow; he wall keep 
that good name ſtill. 

OkL. I know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that by one that knows him det- 
ter than you. 

OxL. What's he? 

Cox. Marry he told me ſo himſelf, and he ſaid he 
car'd not who knew it. F 


7 who knew it. 

OR IL. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him. 

* Con. By my faith, Sir, but it is; never any body fa 
* it but his lacquey ; tis a hooded yalour, and when it appear 
* it will abate, 
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SCENE X. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mess. My Lord high Conſtable, the Engliſh lye 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tents, 

Cox. Who hath meaſur'd the ground? 

MEss. The lord Grandpree. 

Con, A valiantand moſt expert gentleman. Would 
it were day! Alas poor Harry of England, he longs 
not for the dawning as we do. 

ORL. What a wretched and peeviſh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd follow- 
ers ſo far out of his knowledge? 

Con, If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they 
would run away. 

ORL. That they lack; for if their heads had any 
intellectual armour, they could never wear ſuch heavy 
head-pieces. 

Ram. That Ifland of England breeds very valiant 
creatures; their maſtiffs are of unmatchable courage. 

ORL. Fooliſh curs that run winking into the mouth 
of a Ruſſian Bear, and have their heads cruſh'd like 


ORL. IIl-will never ſaid well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with, There is flattery in 
friendſhip. 

OR L. And J will take up that with, Give the Devil bis 
due. 

Con. Well plac'd; there ſtands your friend for the devil; 
have at the very eye of that proverb with, 4 pox of the devil. 

ORL. You are the better at proverbs, by how much 4 


fools bolt is ſoon ſhot. 


Con. You have ſhot over. 
ORL. ”Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot, 
SCENE 


H 2 
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rotten apples. You may as well ſay, that's a valiant 


Flea that dares eat his breakfaſt on the lip of a Lion, 


Cox. Juſt, juſt; and the men do ſympathize with 
the maſtiffs in robuſtious and rough coming on, leav- 
ing their wits with their wives; and then give them 
great meals of beef, and iron and ſteel, they will eat 
like wolves, and fight like devils. 

Or. Ay; but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of 
beef. 

Con. Then ſhall \ we find to-morrow they have on- 
ly ſtomachs to eat, and none to fight, Now is it time 
toarm; come, ſhall we about it ? 

Ox. Tis two a clock; but (let me ſee) by ten 
We ſhall have each a hundred Engliſhmen, [ Exeurt, 


ACT W. SCENE 1. 


AGINCOURT. 
Enter CHorus. 


OW entertain conjecture of a time, 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 

Fills the wide veſſel of the univerſe. 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 
The hum of either army ſtilly ſounds, 
That the fixt centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch. 
Fire anſwers fire, and through their paly flames 
Each battle ſees the other's umber'd face. 
Steed threatens ſteed, in high and boaſtful neighs 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, 
The armourers accompliſhipg the knights, 
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with buſie hammers cloſing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll; 
and (the third hour of drouſie morning nam'd) 
proud of their numbers and ſecure in ſoul, 

The confident and over- luſty French 

Do the low - rated Engliſh play at dice; 

And chide the criple-tardy-gated night, 

Who like a foul and ugly witch does limp 

So tediouſly. The poor condemned Engliſh, 
Like ſacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning's danger : and their geſture ſad, 
Inveſting lank lean cheeks and war-worn coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid ghoſts. Who now beholds 

The royal captain of this ruin'd band 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him cry, praiſe and glory on his head ! 

For forth he goes and vilits all his hoſt, 

Bids them good-morrow with a modeſt ſmile, 
And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen, 
Upon his royal face there is no note 

How dread an army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 

Unto the weary and all- watched night: 

But freſhly looks and over- bears attaint, 

With chearful ſemblance and ſweet majeſty : 
That ev'ry wretch pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks. 
A largeſs univerſal like the ſun 

His lib'ral eye doth give to ev'ry one, 

Thawing cold fear; that mean and gentle all 
Behold, (as may unworthineſs define) 
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Alittle touch of Harry in the night. 

And ſo our ſcene muſt to the battle fly: 

Where, O for pity ! we ſhall much diſgrace, 

With four or five moſt vile and ragged foils 

(Right ill diſpos'd, in brawl ridiculous) 

The name of Agincourt. Yet fit and ſee, 

Minding true things by what their mock'ries be, 
Exit. 


SCENE II. 
Enter King HENRY, BEDFORD and GLOUCESTER, 
K. Henxzy. Glou'ſter, 'tis true that we are in 
great danger, 
The greater therefore ſhould our courage be, 
Good-morrow brother Bedford : God Almighty ! 
There is ſome ſoul of goodneſs in things evil, 
Would men obſervingly diſtil it out. 
For, our bad neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good huſbandry, 
Beſides they are our outward conſciences, 
And preachers to us all; admoniſhing 
That we ſhould dreſs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 
And make a moral of the devil himſelf. 
Enter ERPINGHAM. 
Good-morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good ſoft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churliſh turf of France, [ better, 
ERPIxG. Not ſo my Liege, this lodging likes me 
Since I may ſay, now lye I like a King. {ſent pain 
K. HENRY. Tis good for men to love their pre- 
Upon example; ſo the ſpirit is eaſed : 
And when the mind is quicken'd, out of doubt 
The organs, though defunct and dead before, 
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Break up their drowſie grave, and newly move 
with caſted ſlough and freſh celerity. 
Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas: brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our camp: 
Do my good-morrow to them, and anon 
Deſire them all to my pavillion. 
GLov. We ſhall, my Liege. 
FRPIN G. Shall 1 attend your grace? 
K. HENRY. No, my good knight, 
Go with my brothers to my lords of England: 
I and my boſom muſt debate a while, 
And then I would no other company. 
ERIxG. The Lord in heaven bleſs thee, noble 


Harry. [Exeunt. 
K. Henry. God-a-mercy old heart, thou ſpeak'ſt 
chearfully, 


SCENE Hl. 


Enter PisTOL, 


PisT. Qui va la? 
K. HEN Rv. A friend. 
PI Sr. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou officer, 
Or art thou baſe, common and popular ? 
K. HENRY. I ama gentleman of a company. 
PIs r. Trail'ſt thou the puiſſant pike ? 
K. HENRY. Ev'n ſo: what are you? 
PisT. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 
K. HENRY. Then you are a better than the King. 
Pis r. The King's a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame, 
Of parents good, of fiſt moſt valiant: 
I kiſs his dirty ſhooe, and from my heart - ſtring 
L loye the lovely bully. What's thy name? 
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=_— K. Henry. Harry le Roy. 
Pis r. Le Roy! a Corniſh name: art thou of Cor. 
488 niſh crew ? 
20 K. HENRY. No, I am a Welſhman, 
3 PisT. Know'ſt thou Fluellen ? 
= K. Hewgvy. Yes. 
© PisT, Tell him III knock his leek about his pate 
4 Upon St. David's day. 
4 K. HENRY. Do not you wear your dagger in your 
„ cap that day, leſt he knock that about yours. 
1 Pis r. Art thou his friend? 
2 K. HENRY. And his kinſman too. 
—_ PisT. The Figo for thee then. 
nn K. HEenRy. I thank you: God be with you. 
188 PIs r. My name is Piſtol call'd. [ Exit, 
"= K. HENRY. It ſorts well with your fierceneſs. 
| | Manet King Henry. 
Enter FLUELLEN and GOWER, 

Gow, Captain Fluellen, 

Fu. So; in the name of Jeſu Chriſt ſpeak fewer: 
it is the greateſt admiration in the univerſal world, 
when the true and auncient prerogatifes and laws 0! 
the wars is not kept: if you would take the pains but 
to examine the wars of Pompey the great, you ſhall 
find, I warrant you, that there is no tiddle taddle nor 
pibble babble in Pompey's camp: I warrant you, yo! 
ſhall find the ceremonies of the wars, and the cares of 
it, and the forms of it, and the ſobrieties of it, and 
the modeſty of it to be otherwiſe, 

Gow. Why the enemy is loud, you hear him all 
night, | 

FL v. If the enemy is an aſs and a fool, and a prat 
ting coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould 


alſo, look you, be an aſs and a fool, and a prattich 
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coxcomb ? in your own conſcience now ? 
Gow. I will ſpeak lower. 
FL u. I pray you and beſeech you that you will. 
[ Exeunt, 
K. HENRY. Tho' it appear a little out of faſhion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welſhman. 


E. 
Enter three Soldiers, Io hx BATES, ALEXANDER 
CouRT, and MiCHAEL WILLIAMS. 


Covkr, Brother John Bates, is not that the morn- 
ing which breaks yonder ? | 

BaTES. I think it be, but we have no great cauſe 
to deſire the approach of day. 

WILLIAMS. We ſee yonder the beginning of the 
day, but I think we ſhall never ſee the end of it, Who 
goes there ? 

K. HENRV. A friend. 

WILL. Under what captain ſerve you? 

K. HENRY. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

WILL. A good old commander, and a moſt kind 
gentleman: I pray you what thinks he of our eſtate ? 

K. HENRY. Even as men wrack'd upon a ſand, 
that look to be waſh'd off the next tide. | 

 BaTes, He hath not told his thought to the King? 

K. HEN Rv. No; nor is it meet he ſhould: for tho? 
I ſpeak it to you, I think the King is but a man as I 
am: the violet ſmells to him as it doth to me; the e- 
lement ſhews to him as it doth to me; all his ſenſes 
have but human conditions. His ceremonies laid by, 
in his nakedneſs he appears but a man; and tho' his 
affections are higher mounted than ours, yet when 
they ſtoop, they ſtoop with the like wing; therefore 
when he ſees reaſon of fears as we do, his fears out of 

Vor IV. 1 
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doubt be of the ſame reliſh as ours are; yet in reaſon 
no man ſhould poſſeſs him with any appearance of fear, 
leſt he, by ſhewing it, ſhould diſhearten his army. 

BaTEs. He may ſhew what outward courage he 
will: but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could 
wiſh himſelf in the Thames up to the neck; and ſol 
would he were, and I by him at all adventures, ſo we 
were quit here, 

K. HENRY. By my troth I will ſpeak my conſci- 
ence of the King; I think he would not with himſelf 
any where but where he is. 

BaTES. Then would he were here alone; fo 
ſhould he be ſure to be ranſomed, and many poor 
mens lives ſaved. 

K. HEN RV. I dare ſay, you love lin not ſo ill to 
wilh him here alone; howſoever you ſpeak this to 
feel other mens minds. Methinks I could not die any 
where ſo contented as in the King's company; his 
cauſe being juſt, and his quarrel honourable. 

WII, That's more than we know, 

BAT ES. Ay, or more than we ſhould ſeek after, 
for we know enough, if we know we are the King's 
ſubjects: if his cauſe be wrong, our obedience to the 
King wipes the crime of it out of us, 

WILL. But if the cauſe be not good, the King 
himſelf hath a heavy reckoning to make; when all 
thoſe legs and arms and heads chop'd off in a battle 
ſhall join together at the latter day, and cry all * We 
*dy'd at ſuch a place;?* ſome ſwearing, ſome cry 
ing for a ſurgeon; ſome upon their wives left poor 
behind them; fome upon the debts they owe; ſome 
upon their children rawly left. Iam afear'd there ate 
few die well that die in battle; for how can they cha- 
ritably diſpoſe of any thing when blood is their argu- 
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ment? now if theſe men do not die well, it will be a 
black matter for the King that led them to it, whom 
to diſobey were againſt all proportion of ſubjection. 

K. HE NR. So if a ſon that is ſent by his father a- 
bout merchandize, do * fall into ſome lewd action and 
miſcarry, the imputation of his wickedneſs, by your 
rule, ſhould be impoſed upon his father that ſent him; 
or if a ſervant under his maſter's command tranſport- 
ing a ſum of money, be aſſail d by robbers, and die in 
many irreconcil'd iniquities, you may call the buſineſs 
of the maſter the author of the ſervant's damnation ; 
but this is not ſo: the King is not bound to anſwer the 
particular endings of his ſoldiers, the father of his ſon, 
nor the maſter of his ſervant; for they purpoſe not 
their death when they + crave their ſervices. Beſides 
there is no King, be his cauſe never ſo ſpotleſs, if it 
come to the arbitrement of {words, can try it out with 
all unſpotted ſoldiers : ſome peradventure have on 
them the guilt of premeditated and contrived mur- 
ther; ſome of beguiling virgins with the broken 
ſeals of perjury; ſome making the wars their bul- 
wark, that have before gored the gentle boſom of 
peace with pillage .and robbery, Now if theſe men 
have defeated the law, and out-run native puniſh- 
ment; though they can out-ſtrip men, they have no 
wings to fly from God. War is his beadle, war is his 
vengeance; ſo that here men are puniſhed for ꝓ for- 
mer breach of the King's laws in the King's quar- 
rel now: where they feared the death, they have 
born life away, and where they would be ſafe, they 
periſh, Then if they die unprovided, no more 1s the 
King guilty of their damnation, than he was before 

* ſinfully miſcarry upon the. ſea. + purpoſe, 
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I 2 


4 —— — —ñäů ono —— —. 


Pr fn . 
— — 


72 KING HENRY v. IV. 4. 


guilty of thoſe impieties for which they are now viſit- 
ed. Every ſubject's duty is the King's, but every ſub- 
ject's ſoul is his own. Therefore ſhould every ſoldier 
in the wars do as every lick man in his bed, waſh every 
moth out of his conſcience : and dying ſo, death is to 
him advantage; or not dying, the time was + well 
ſpent wherein ſuch preparation was gained: and in 
him that eſcapes it were not fin to think, that making 
God fo free an offer, he let him out- live that day to 
ſee his greatneſs, and to teach others how they ſhould 
prepare. 

WILL. Tis certain every man that dies ill, the ill 
is upon his own head, the King is not to anſwer for it. 

BATES. I do not deſire he ſhould anſwer for me, 
and yet I determine to fight luſtily for him, 

K. HEXRY. I my ſelf heard the King ſay he would 
not be ranſom'd. 

WILL. Ay he ſaid ſo to make us fight chearfully; 
but when our throats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, 
and we ne'er the wiſer, 

K. HENRV. If Ilive to ſee it, I will never truſt his 
word after. 

W1LL. You pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot 
out of an Elder-gun, that a poor and private diſplea- 
ſure can do againſt a monarch ! you may as well go 
about to turn the ſun to ice, with fanning in his face 
with a Peacock's feather : you'll never truſt his word 
after! come, tis a fooliſh ſaying. 

K. Hen&y. Your reproof is ſomething too round, 
I ſhould be angry with you, if the time were conve- 
nient, 

W1LL, Let it be a quarrel between us if you live. 

K. HENRY, I embrace it. 


+ Bleſedly lot, 
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/ 

W1LL. How ſhall I know thee again? 

K. HENRY. Give me any gage of thine, and I will 
wear it in my bonnet: then if ever thou dar'ſt ac- 
knowledge it, I will make it my quarrel. 

WILL. Here's my glove; give me another of thine. 

K. HENn&Ry. There. 

WILL. This will 1 alſo wear in my cap; if ever 
thou come to me and ſay after to-morrow, this is my 
glove; by this hand I will give thee a box on the ear. 

K. HEXAV. If ever I live to ſee it, I will challenge 
It, 

W1LL. Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 

K. HEXRVY. Well I will do it, though I take thee 
in the King's company. 

W1LL. Keep thy word: fare thee well. 

BATES. Be friends, you Engliſh fools, be friends ; 
we have French quarrels enow, if you could tell how 
to reckon. [ Exeunt ſoldiers, 


SCENE V. “ 

+ K. HENRY. Upon the King! let us our lives, 
our ſouls, | 
Our debts, our careful wives, our children and 
Our fins, lay on the King; he mult bear all. 
O hard condition, and twin-born with greatnefs, 
Subject to breath of ev'ry fool, whoſe ſenſe 
No more can feel but his own wringiog. 


* SCENE V. 

K. HERNY. Indeed the French may lay twenty French 
crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them on their 
ſhoulders ; but it is no Engliſh treaſon to cut French crowns, 
and to-morrow the King himſelf will be a clipper. 

Upon the King! 

+ This beautiful Speech was added after the firſt editions. 
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What infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy ? and what have Kings 
That privates have not too, ſave ceremony ? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony? 
What kind of God art thou? that ſuffer'ſt more 
Of mortal griefs than do thy worſhippers. 
What are thy rents? what are thy comings-in ? 
* O ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth : 

What! is thy ſoul of adoration ? 

* Art thou ought elſe but place, degree, and form, 
© Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

© Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 
Than they in fearing. 

© What drink'ſt thou oft, inſtead of homage "IEEE 
© But poiſon'd flatt'ry ? O be ſick, great greatneſs, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure. 

© Think'ſt thou the fiery feaver will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 

* Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

* Can'ſt thou, when thou command'ſt the beggar's 

© knee, | 

© Command the health of it? no, thou proud dream, 
Thou play'ſt ſo ſubtly with a King's repoſe, 

I am a King that find thee ; and I know 

*Tis not the balm, the ſcepter and the ball, 

The ſword, the mace, the crown imperial, 

The enter · tiſſued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farſed title running fore the King, 

The throne he ſits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high ſhoar of this world; 
No, not all theſe thrice gorgeous ceremonies, 
Not all theſe laid in bed majeſtical, 

Can ſleep ſo ſoundly; as the wretched ſlave, 
Who with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread, 
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Never ſees horrid night, the child of hell : 

But like a lacquey, from the riſe to ſet, 

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus ; and all night 
Sleeps in Elyſium; next day after dawn 

Doth riſe, and help Hyperion to his horſe ; 

And follows ſo the ever- running year 

With profitable labour to his grave : 

And (but for ceremony) ſuch a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſleep, 
Hath the fore-hand and vantage of a King : 

The ſlave, a member of the country's peace, 
Enjoys it; but in groſs brain little wots 

What watch the King keeps to maintain the peace; 
Whoſe hours the peaſant beſt advantages. 


78 


8 CENE VI. 
Enter ERPINGHAM. 
ER r. My lord, your nobles jealous of your ab- 
Seek through your camp to find you. [fence, 
K. HENRY. Good old Knight 
Collect them all together at my tent: 


Il be before thee. 
Ex ve. I ſhall do't, my lord. [ Exit. 
K. HENRY. O God of battles! ſteel my ſoldiers 
hearts, 


Poſſeſs them not with fear : take from them now 
The ſenſe of reck'ning of th' oppoſed numbers 
Which ſtand before them. Not to-day, O Lord, 


| O not to-day, think not upon the fault 


My father made in compaſling the crown. 
[Richard's body have interred new, 

And on it have beſtow'd more contrite tears, 
Than from it iſſu'd forced drops of blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
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Who twice a-day their wither'd hands hold up 


Tow'rd heaven to pardon blood; and I have built 


Two chauntries, where the ſad and ſolemn prieſts 
Sing (till for Richard's ſoul. More will I do; 
Tho' all that I can do is nothing worth, 
Since that my penitence comes after all 
Imploring pardon. 
Enter GLOUCESTER, 

GLov. My Liege. 

K. HENRY. My brother Glo'ſter's voice? 
I know thy errand, I will go with thee : 
The day, my friend, and all things ſtay for me. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 
Enter the Dauruix, ORLEANS, RAMBURES 
and BEAUMONT, 
ORL. The ſun doth gild our armour, up my lords. 


+ up my lords. 
Dau. Monte Cheval: my horſe, valet lacquay : ha! 
ORL. O brave ſpirit! 
Da u. Voter les cieux et la terre. 
OR L. Rien puis le air et feu. 
Da u. Cien, Couſin Orleans. 
Enter Conſtable. 
Now my lord Conſtable! 
Co N. Hark how our Steeds for preſent ſervice neigh. 
Da v. Mount them and make inciſion in their hides, 
That their hot blood may ſpin in Engliſh eyes, 
And daunt them with ſuperfluous courage : ha! 
Ra M. What, will you have them weep our Horſes blood: 
How ſhall we then behold their natural tears? 
| Enter Meſſenger. 
ME $$. The Engliſh are embattell'd, you French Peers. 
Con, To horſe 
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| Con. To horſe you gallant Princes, ſtrait to horſe, 
ilt Do but behold yon poor and ſtarved band, 
8 And your fair ſhew ſhall ſuck away their ſouls, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and huſks of men, 
There is not work enough for all our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their ſickly veins 
To give each naked cuttle-ax a ſtain, 
That our French gallants ſhall to-day draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let's but blow on them, 
The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them, 
'Tis politive gainſt all exception, lords, 
That our ſuperfluous lacqueys and our peaſants, 
cunt, Who in unneceſſary action ſwarm 
About our ſquares of battle, were enow 
To purge this field of ſuch a hilding foe ; 
Tho? we upon this mountain's baſis by 
ds. Took ſtand for idle ſpeculation: 
; But that our honours mult not. What's to ſay 
A very little, little, let us do; 
And all is done. Then let the trumpets ſound 
The tucket ſonuance, and the note to mount: 
For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the ſield, 
That England ſhall couch down in fear, and yield. 
Enter GRANDPREE, 
GRAND. Why do you ſtay ſo long, my lords of 
France ? 
Von Iſland carrions, deſp'rate of their bones, 
Ill-favour'dly become the morning field: 
Their ragged curtains poorly are let looſe, 
ood? And our air ſhakes them paſling ſcornfully. 
* Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty bever peeps. 
rs. The horſemen ſit like ſixed candleſticks, 
Wich torch-ſtayes in their hand; and their poor jades 
Vor Iv. K 
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* Lob down their heads, drooping the hide and hips : An 
The gum down roping from their pale-dead eyes; 

And in their pale dull mouths the + jymold-bitt 

1 Lyes foul with chaw'd graſs, ſtill and motionleſs; An 
bf And their executors the knaviſh crows Fo 
1 Fly o'er them all impatient for their hour. 

Deſcription cannot ſuit it ſelf in words, 

To demonſtrate the life of ſuch a battle, 

In life ſo liveleſs as it ſhews it ſelf. [death, Pri 
il | Con, They've ſaid their prayers, and they ſtay for 

| Dav. Shall we go ſend them dinners and freſh ſutes, 


: | And give their faſting Horſes provender, Bu 
Fi And after fight with them ? Tl 
= Con. I ſtay but for my guard: on to the field ; 
81 I will the banner from a trumpet take, M. 
| 1 And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, If 
1 The ſun is high, and we out- wear the day. [LExeunt. Te 
0 | Tl 
"0 SCENE ViII. Ge 
W Enter GLOUCESTER, BEDFORD, EXETER, Ez- By 
18 F PINGHAM, with all the Hoff, SALISBURY and Ne 
WH WESTMORLAND, It 
» GLov. Where is the King? su 
x: "7" Bed, The King himſelf is rode to view their battle. By 
* 5. W᷑Es r. Of fighting men they have full threeſcore P 
A We | thouſand, ep Ne 
_ Ex E. There's five to one, beſides they are all freſh, Ge 
bo SAL. God's arm ſtrike with us, tis a fearful odds. As 
| God be wi' you Princes all; I'll to my charge. Fe 
If we no more meet till we meet in heav'n, R. 
Then joyfully my noble lord of Bedford, T 
My dear lord Glo'ſter, and my good lord Exeter, Le 


+ Jymold, or rather gimmald, which ſignifies a ring of tu A 
rounds, Gemellus, Sk, 
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And my kind kinſman, warriors all, adieu! 

BRD. Farewel, good Saliſbury, and good luck go 

with thee : 

And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it, 
For thou art + made of the firm truth of valour. 

Exe, Farewel, kind lord: fight valiantly to-day, 

LEx. Sal. 

BRE D. He is as full of valour as of kindneſs, 

Princely in both. 
Enter King HR XR. 

WES r. O that we now had here 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England 
That do no work to- day. 

K. HENRY. What's he that wiſhes ſo ? 
My couſin Weſtmorland ? no my fair couſin, 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our country loſs ; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater ſhare of honour. 
God's will! I pray thee wiſh not ene man more. 
By Jove I am not covetous of gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my colt ; 
It yerns me not if men my garments wear ; 
Such outward things dwell not in my deſires: 
But if it be a fin to covet honous, 
I am the molt offending ſoul alive. 
No faith, my lord, wiſh not a man from England: 
God's peace, I would not loſe ſo great an honour 
As one man more methinks would ſhare from me, 
For the beſt hopes I have. Don't wiſh one more: 
Rather proclaim it (Weſtmorland) through my hoſt, 
That he which hath no ſtomach to this fight, 
Let him depart, his paſsport ſhall be made, 
And crowns for convoy put into his purlc ; 

+ fam'd, 
K 2 


— — < 


r 


SS a 
_— 
n 


1 


— — 


1 * 


— 


r — — 


— . — — 
„„ 


— 
_ 
A 2 . * = * 
4 —— "i — 
r 


> Þ: 4 


do KING HENRTV V. IV. 8. 


We would not die in that man's company 

That fears his fellowſhip to die with us. 

This day is call'd the feaſt of Criſpian: 

He that out - lives this day and comes ſafe home, 

Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd, 

And rouze him at the name of Criſpian: 

He that ſhall + live this day, and ſee old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feaſt his neighbours, 

And ſay to-morrow is Saint Criſpian: 

Then will he ſtrip his ſleeve and ſhew his ſcars: 

Old men forget; Þ yet ſhall not all forget, 

But they'll remember with advantages 

What feats they did that day. Then ſhall our names, 

Familiar in their mouth as houſhold words, 

Harry tae King, Bedford, and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Saliſbury and Glo'ſter, 

Be in their flowing cups freſhly remember'd. 

This (tory ſhall the good man teach his ſon: 

And Criſpine Criſpian ſhall ne'er go by 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it ſhall be remembered; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers : 

For he to-day that ſheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother; be he ne'er ſo vile, 

This day ſhall gentle his condition. 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed 

Shall think themſelves accurs'd they were not here; 

And hold their manhoods cheap, while any ſpeaks 

That fought with us upon St. Criſpian's day. 

Enter SALISBURY. 
SAL, My ſov'reignlord, beſtow yourſelf with ſpeed: 

+ /ee this day, and live old age. 


+ yet all ſhall not be forgot, 
But he'll remember 
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The French are bravely in their battles ſet, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
K. HE NR. All things are ready, if our minds beſo, 
WES r. Periſh the man whoſe mind is backward 
now. 
K. HENRY. Thou doſt not wiſh more help from 
England, coulin ? 
WES r. God's will, my Liege, would you and I a- 
lone 
Without more help could fight this royal battle, 
K. Henry, Why now thou haſt unwiſh'd five 
thouſand men : 
Which likes me me better than to wiſh us one, 
You know your places: God be with you all. 


S GC ENE E. 
A Tucket ſounds, Enter Mouxriov. 
MounT. Once more I come to know of thee, 
King Harry, 
If for thy ranſom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moſt aſſured overthrow : 
For certainly thou art ſo near the gulf, 
Thou needs muſt be englutted. Thus in mercy, 
The Conſtable deſires thee thou wilt mind 


Thy followers of repentance ; that their ſouls 


May make a peaceful and a ſweet retire - [bodies 
From off theſe fields; where, wretches, their poor 
Muſt lye and feſter. 

K. HE Nav. Who hath ſent thee now? 

MovuxrT. The Conſtable of France. [ back. 

K. HENRY. I pray thee bear my former anſwer 
Bid them atchieve me and then ſell my bones. thus? 
Good God! why ſhould they mock poor fellows 
The man that once did ſell the Lion's ſkin 
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While the beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. 
And many of our bodies ſhall, no doubt, 


Find native graves; upon the which, I truſt, 


Shall witneſs live in braſs of this day's work. 

And thoſe that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, tho' buried in your dunghils, [them, 
They ſhall be fam'd ; for there the ſun ſhall greet 
And draw their honours recking up to heav'n, 
Leaving their earthly parts to choak your clime, 
The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a plague in France. 
Let me ſpeak proudly; tell the Conſtable, 

We are but warriors for the working day; 

Our gayneſs and our gilt are all be-{mirch'd 

With rainy marching in the painful field, | 
There's not a piece of feather in our hoſt; 

Good argument I hope we will not fly : 

And time hath worn us into ſlovenry. 

But, by the maſs, our hearts are in the trim: 

And my poor ſoldiers tell me, yet ere night 
They'll be in freſher robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o'er the French ſoldiers heads, 
And turn them out of ſervice. If they do, 

(As if God pleaſe they ſhall) my ranſom then 

Will ſoon be levy'd. Herald, ſave thy labour. 
Come thou no more for ranſom, gentle herald, 
They ſhall have none I ſwear but theſe my joints: 
Which if they have as I will leave 'em them, 

Shall leave them little, tell the Conſtable, 


+ a plague in France. 

Mark then abounding valour in our Engliſh : 
That being dead, like to the bullets graſing, 
Break out into a ſecond courſe of miſchief, 
Killing in relapſe of mortality. 

Let me ſpeak proudly; Cc. 
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MounT. I ſhall, King Harry: and ſo fare thee well. 
Thou never ſhalt hear herald any more. [Exit. 


Enter Lokk. 
York. My lord, molt humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward, [march away. 
K. HENRY. Take it, brave York, now ſoldiers 
And how thou pleaſeſt, God, diſpoſe the day. 


[ Exeunt. 


S CENE-:X, 


Alarm, Excurſions. Enter Pis ror, French ſoldier 
and Boy. 


PIs r. Yield, cur. 
Fx. Sor. Je penſe que vous eſtes le gentlehomme de 


bonne qualitie. 
PIs r. Quality calmy cuſture me, art thou a gentle- 
man? what is thy name? diſcuſs. 
Fr. SOL. © Sionecur Dieu! 
PIs r. O Signieur Dewe, ſhould be a gentleman : 
Perpend my words, O Signieur Dewe, and mark; 
O Signieur Dewe, thou dieſt on point of fox, 
Except, O Signeur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ranſom, 
FR. SOL. O prennez miſericorde, ayez pitie de moy. 
Pis r. Moy ſhall not ſerve, I will have forty moys ; 
for I will fetch thy rym out at thy throat, in drops of 
crimſon blood. 
FR. Sol. E/t-il impoſſible d eſchapper la farce de 
ton bras? 
PIs r. Braſs, cur ? 
Thou damned and luxurious mountain Goat, offer'ſt 
me braſs ? 
FR. Sor. O pardonnez may. 
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Pis r. Say'ſt thou me ſo? is that a ton of moys ? 
Come hither, Boy, aſk me this ſlave in French, 
What is his name. 

Boy. Eſcoute, comment eſtes vous appelle ? 

Fr. SOL. Monſieur le Fer. 

Boy. He ſays his name is Mr. Fer, 

PisT. Mr. Fer! I'll fer him and ferk him, and 
ferret him: diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him, 

Boy. Ido not know the French for fer, and ferret, 

and ferk, 

PIs r. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

FR. SoL. Que dit- il, Monſieur? 

Bov. Il me commande de vous dire que vous vous te- 


-niez preſt, car ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſee tout a cette heure 


de couper voſtre gorge. 

Pis r. Owy, cuppelle gorge parmafoy peſant, un- 
leſs thou give me crowns, brave crowns: or mangled 
ſhalt thou be by this my ſword. 

FR. SOL. O je vous ſupplie pour Pamour de Dieu, 
me pardonner, je ſuis gentilbomme de bonne maiſon, 
garde ma vie, et je vous donneray deux cents eſcus. 

Pis r. What are his words? 

Boy. He prays you to fave his life, he is a gentle- 
man of a good houſe, and for his ranſom he will give 
you two hundred crowns. 

PisT, Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the 


crowns will take. 


FR. SOL, Petit Monſieur que dit-il ? 

Boy. Encore qu'il eft contre ſon jurement, de par- 
donner aucun priſonnier : neantmoins pour les eſcus que 
vous Pay promettez, il eſt content d vous donner la li- 
berté de franchiſe. 

Fr. SOL, Sur mes genoux je vous donne milles re- 
merciemens, et je me eſtime heureux que je ſuis tombs 
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entre les mains d un Chevalier, je penſe, le plus brave, 
valiant, et tres eſimòe Signeur d' Angleterre, 

PIs r. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand 
thanks, and eſteems himſelf happy, that he hath fall'n 
into the hands of one as he thinks the moſt brave, va- 
lorous, and thrice-worthy Signeur of England, 

PisT. As I ſuck blood, I will ſome mercy ſhew. 
Follow me, cur. 

Bo v. Suivez le grand capitaine. 

Ex. Piſt. and Fr. Sol. 
did never know ſo woful a voice iſſue from ſo empty 
a heart; but the ſong is true, The empty veſſel makes 
the greateſt ſound, Bardolph and Nim had ten times 
more valour than this roaring devil i'th' old play, e- 
very one may pair his nails with a wooden dagger : 
yet they are both hang'd, and ſo would this be if he 
durſt ſteal any thing advent'rouſly. I muſt ſtay with 
the lacqueys with the luggage of our camp, the 
French might have a good prey of us if he knew of it, 
for there is none to guard it but boys, [Extit. 


\ SCENE XL 
Enter ConsTABLE, ORLEANS, BOURBON, 
DAUPHIN and RAMBURES. 
Con. O Diable. 
OxL. O Signeur! le jour eft perdu, toute eff perdu. 
Dav. Mort de ma vie, all is confounded, all ! 

Reproach and everlaſting ſhame 

Sits mocking in our plumes, 

O meſchante fortune, do not run away. 
Cox. Why all our ranks are broke. | 
Dav. O perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab ourſelves: 

Be theſe the wretches that we play'd at dice for ? 
Vor. IV. L 
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OkL. Is this the King we ſent to for his ranſom ? 
Bovk.Shame and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame ! 

The man that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 

Like a baſe pander hold the chamber-door, 

Whilit by a ſlave, no gentler than my dog, 

His faireſt daughter is contaminated, 

| Con. Diſorder, that hath ſpoil'd us, friend us now; 

3 Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 

"= Os. We are enow yet living in the field 

3 To ſmother up the Engliſh in our throngs, 

f If any order might be thought upon. ſthrong; 
Bour. The devil take order now, I'll to the 

_ Let life be ſhort, elſe ſhame will be too long. 

| | Exeunt, 
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3 SCENE XII. 


Alarum. Enter the King and his train, with 
prifeners. 
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K. HENRY. Well have we done, thrice valiant 
countrymen, 

But all's not done, the French yet keep the field. 
Ex. The Duke of York commends him to your 
| Majeſty. 

K. HENRY. Lives he, good uncle? thrice within 
this hour 

I ſaw him down; thrice up again, and fighting: 

From helmet to the ſpur all + bleeding o'er, 

Ex k. In which array, brave ſoldier, doth he lye 

Larding the plain; and by his bloody fide 

(Yoak-fellow to his honour-owing wounds) 

The noble Earl of Suffolk alſo lyes. 

+ blood he was. 
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Suffolk firſt dy'd, and York all haggled over 
Comes to him where in gore he lay inſteep'd, 
And takes him by the beard, kiſſes the gaſhes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face, 
And cries aloud, tarry my couſin Suffolk, 
My ſoul ſhall thine keep company to heav'n : 
Tarry, ſweet ſoul, for mine, then fly a- breaſt: 
As in this glorious and well foughten field 
We kept together in our chivalry, 
Upon theſe words I came and cheer'd him up; 
He ſmil d me in the face, gave me his hand, 
And with a feeble gripe ſays, dear my lord, 
Commend my ſervice to my Soveraign; 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiſt his lips, 
And ſo eſpous'd to death, with blood he ſeal'd 
A teſtament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me, which I would have ſtop'd, 
But I had not ſo much of man in me, 
But all my mother came into mine eyes 
And gave me up to tears, 

K. HENRY. I blame you not; 
For hearing this I muſt perforce compound 


With mixtful eyes, or they will iſſue too. [ Alarum. 


But hark, what new alarum is this ſame ? 
The French have re-inforc'd their ſcatter'd men : 
Then every ſoldier kill his priſoners. 

Give the word through. + [Exeunt. 
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*#SCENSE XIII. 
Enter FLUELLEN and GOWER. 


Fru. Kill the poyes and the luggage ! tis expreſly 
againſt the law of arms; *tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be f deſir d in your 
conſcience now is it not? 

Gow. Tis certain, there's not a hoy left alive; 
and the cowardly raſcals thatran away from the battle 
ha' done this ſlaughter: beſides they have burn'd or 
carried away all that was in the King's tent, where- 
fore the King moſt worthily hath caus'd ev'ry ſoldier 
to cut his priſoner's throat. O tis a gallant King! 

FLu. I, he was porn at Monmouth, captain 
Gower; what call you the town's name where Ale- 
xander the pig, was born ? 

Gow. Alexander the great. 

FLv. Why | pray you, is not pig, great? the pig, 
or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the mag- 
nanimous, are all one reckonings, ſave the phraſe is a 
little variations. 

Gow. I think Alexander the great was born in Ma- 
cedon, his father was called Philip of Macedon, as ! 
take it, 

FLv, I think it is in Macedon where Alexander is 
porn : I tell you captain, if you look in the maps of 
the orld, I warrant that you fall find in the compari- 
ſons between Macedon and Monmouth that the ſitua- 
ſions, look you, is both alike. There is a river in Ma- 


Here in the other editions they begin the fourth Act, very 
ebſurdly, ſince both the Place and Time evidently continue, and 
the words of Fluellen immediately follow thoſe of the King Juſt 
before. 


. 
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cedon there is alſo a river at Monmouth: it is call'd 
Wye at Monmouth, but it is out of my prains what 
is the name of the other river; but it is all one, tis 
as like as my fingers to my fingers, and there is Sal- 
mons in both. If you mark Alexander's life well, 
Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it indifferent 
well, for there is figures in all things. Alexander, 
God knows and you know, in his rages, and his furies, 
and his wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and 
his diſpleaſures, and his indignations; and alſo being 
a little intoxicates in his prains, did in his ales and 
his-angers, look you, kill his belt friend Clytus. 

Gow, Our King is not like him in that, he never 
kill'd any of his friends. 

FL u. It is not well done, mark you now, to take 
the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiſhed. 
I ſpeak but in figures and compariſons of it ; as Ale- 
xander kill'd his friend Clytus being in his ales and his 
cups; ſo alſo Harry Monmouth being in his right 
wits and his good judgments, turn'd away the fat 
Knight with the great belly doublet; he was full of 
jeſts and gypes, and knaveries, and mocks : I have 
forgot his name. 

Gow, Sir John Falſtaff, 

FLu, That is he: I tell you there i is good men 
porn at Monmouth. 

Gow. Here comes his Majeſty. 


SCENE XIV. Rs 
Alarum. Enter King Hen&yY and BoURBON with 
priſoners, Lords and Attendants. Flouriſh. 
K. HEXRY. I was not angry ſince I came to France, 
Until this inſtant. Take a trumpet, herald, 
Ride thou unto the horſemen on yon hill: 
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If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 

Or void the field; they do offend our ſight, 

If they'll do neither, we will come to them, 

And make them ſker away, as ſwift as ſtones 

Enforced from the old Aſſyrian ſlings : 

Beſides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have, 

And not a man of them that we ſhall take 

Shall taſte our mercy. Go and tell them ſo, 
Enter MouNT]or, 


Ext. Here comes the herald of the French, my 


Liege. 


GLov. His eyes are humbler than they us'd to be. 
K. Henry. How now, what means their herald ? 


know'lt thou not, 
That I have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſom ? 
Com'ſt thou again for ranſom ? 
MovunrT. No, great King: 
I come to thee for charitable licence 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them : 
To ſort our nobles from our common men 
For many of our Princes (woe the while) 
Lye drown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary blood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peaſant limbs 
In blood of Princes, + while their wounded ſteeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead maſters, 
Killing them twice. O give us leave, great King, 
To view the field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 
Of their dead bodies. 
K. HENRY. I tell thee truly, herald, 
I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your horſemen peer 
+ and with, 


And 
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And gallop o'er the field. 

MouNT. Ihe day is yours. [for it: 

K. HENRY. Praiſed be God and not our ſtrength 
What is this caſtle call d that ſtands hard by ? 

MounT. They call it Agincourt. 

K. Henky. Then call we this the field of Agin- 
court, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Criſpianus. 

Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory, an't 
pleaſe your Majeſty, and your great uncle Edward the 
plack Prince of Wales, as I have read in the chronicles, 
fought a molt prave pattle here in France. 

K. HENR V. They did, Fluellen. 

FL u. Your Majeſty ſays very true: if your majeſties 
is remember d of it, the Welſhmen did good ſervice 
in a garden where leeks did grow, wearing leeks in 
their Monmouth caps, which your Majeſty knows to 
this hour is an honourable padge of the ſervice; and 
I do believe your Majeſty takes no ſcorn to wear the 
Leek upon St. Tavee's day. 

K. HeNnxvy. I wearit for a memorable honour : 
For I am Welſh you know, good countryman. 
Fru. All the water in Wye cannot waſh your Ma- 
jeſty's Welſh plood out of your pody, 1 can tell you 
that: God pleſs and preſerve it as long as it pleaſes 
his grace and his majeſty too. 

K. HENRY. Thanks, good my countryman. 

FLvu. By Jeſhu, I am your Majeſty's countryman, 


I care not who know it: I will confeſs it to all the 


orld, I need not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty, praiſed 

be God, ſo long as your Majeſty is an honeſt man. 

K. HENRY. God keep me fo. 
Enter WILLIAMS, 


Our heralds go with him, 
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Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 


SCENE XV. 

Exe. Soldier, you muſt come to the King. 

K. Henky. Soldier, why wear'ſt thou that glove 

in thy cap ? 

WIL. And't pleaſe your Majeſty, tis the gage of 
one that I ſhould fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. HENRY. An Engliſhman ? 

WIL. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, a raſcal that 
ſwagger'd with me laſt night, who if alive, and if ever 
he dare to challenge this glove, I have ſworn to take 
him a box o'th'ear; or if Ican ſee my glove in his cap, 
which he {wore as he' was a ſoldier he would wear, 
(if alive) I will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 

K. Henry. What think you, captain Fluellen, is 
it fit this ſoldier keep his oath ? 

Fr u. He is a craven and a villain elſe, an't pleaſe 
your Majeſty in my conſcience. . 

K. HENRY. It may be his enemy is a gentleman of 
great ſort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 

FL v. Though he be as good a gentleman as the de- 
vil is; as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary, 
look your grace, that he keep his vow and his oath: 
if he be perjur'd, ſee you now his reputation is as ar- 
rant a villain and a jackſawce, as ever his black ſhoe 
trod upon God's ground and his earth, in my conſci- 
ence law. 

K. Henzy. Then keep thy vow, firrah, when thou 
meet'ſt the fellow. 

WIL. So I will my Liege, as I live. 

K. HENRY. Who ſerv'ſt thou under? 

WII. Under captain Gower, my Liege. 
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FL u. Gower is a good captain, and is good know- 
ledge and literature in the wars. 

K. HE NR. Call him hither to me, ſoldier. 

WIL. I will, my Liege. [Exit, 

K. HENRY. Here Fluellen, wear thou this favour 
for me, and ſtick it in thy cap ; when Alanſon and my 
ſelf were down together, I pluck'd this glove from his 
helm; if any man challenge this, he is a friend to 
Alanſon and an enemy to our perſons; if thou en- 
counter any ſuch, apprehend him if thou doſt love 
me. 

FL. Your grace does me as great honours as can 
be deſir'd in the hearts of his ſubjects: I would fain 
ſee the man that has but two legs that ſhall find him- 
ſelf agriev'd at this glove; that is all ; but I would 
fain ſee it once, an pleaſe God of his grace that I might 
ſee. 

K. Henry, Know'ſt thou Gower ? 

FLu, He is my dear friend, and pleaſe you. 

K. HENRY. Pray thee go ſeek him and bring him 


to my tent, | 
FLv. I will fetch him. [ Exit, 
K. HENRY. My lord of Warwick and my brother 
Glo'ſter, 


Tollow Fluellen cloſely at the heels, 

The glove which I have given him for a favour 

May haply purchaſe him a box o'th' ear. 

It is the ſoldier's; I by bargain ſhould 

Wear it my ſelf. Follow, good couſin Warwick: 

If that the ſoldier ſtrike him, as I judge 

By his blunt bearing he will keep his word; 

Some ſudden miſchief may ariſe of it: 

For I do know Fluellen valiant, 

And toueh'd with choler hot as gunpowder, 
Vor. IV. M 
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And quickly he'll return an injury, 
Follow and ſee there be not harm between them. 
Come you with me, uncle of Exeter. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE XVI. 
Enter GowER and WILLIAMS. 

WIL. I warrant it is to knight you, captain, 

Enter FLUELLEN, 

FL u. God's will and his pleaſure, captain, I beſeech 
you now come apace to the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, than is in your knowledge 
to dream of. | 

WII. Sir know you this glove ? 

FL u. Know the glove ? I know the glove is a glove. 

WII. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

[ Strikes him, 

FLvu, Sbud, an arrant traitor as any's in the uni- 
verfal world, in France or in England, | 

GowER, How now, Sir? you villain. 

WII. Do you think I'll be forſworn ? 

FLu. Stand away, captain Gower, I will give 
treaſon his payment into plows, I warrant you, 

WII. I am no traiter. 

FL u. That's a he in thy throat. I charge you in 
his Majeſty's name apprehend him, he's a friend of 
the Duke of Alanſon's. 

Enter WAR W Ick and GLOUCESTER. 
WaR. How now, how now, what's the matter? 
FLvu. My lord of Warwick, here is, praiſed be 

God for it, a moſt contagious treaſon come to light, 
look you as you ſhall deſire in a ſummer's day. Here 
is his Majeſty, 
Enter King HENRY and EXETER, 
K. Henk, Now, now, what's the matter? 


unt. 
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Fl. v. My Liege, here is a villain and a traitor, 
that, look your grace, has {truck the glove which 
your Majeſty is take out of the helmet of Alanſon, 

WIL. My Liege, this was my glove, here is the 
fellow of it; and he that I gave it to in change, pro- 
mis'd to wear it in his cap; I promis'd to ſtrike him 
if he did; I met this man with my glove in his cap, 
and I have been as good as my word. | 

Flv. Your Majeſty hear now, ſaving your Maje- 
ſty's manhood, what an arrant, raſcally, beggerly, 
lowſie knave it is; I hope your Majeſty is pear me + 
teſtimonies, and witneſſes, and avouchments, that this 
is the glove of Alanſon that your Majelty is give me, 
in your conſcience now. 

K. HENRY. Give me thy glove, ſoldier; look, 
here is the fellow of it: *twas me indeed thou pro- 
miſed ſt to ſtrike, and thou haſt given me molt bitter 
terms. 

FL u. An pleaſe your Majeſty, let his neck anſwer 
for it, if there is any martial law in the world. 

K. HEN v. How canſt thou make me ſatisfaction? 


WII. All offences, my lord, come from the heart; 


never came any from mine that might offend your Ma- 
jeſty. 
K. HENRY. It was our ſelf thou didſt abuſe. 
WII. Your Majeſty came not like your ſelf; you 


| appear'd to me but as a common man; witneſs the 


night, your garments, your lowlineſs; and what your 
highneſs ſuffer d under that ſhape, I beſeech you take 
it for your fault and not mine ; for had you been as I 
took you for, I made no offence ; therefore I beſeech 
your highneſs pardon me. [ crowns, 


K. HE NR. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with 


+ teſtimony and witneſs, and will avouchment. 
M 2 
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And give it to this fellow. Keep it fellow, 

And wear it for an honouran thy cap, 

Till 1 do challenge it. Give him the crowns : 
And captain you mult needs be friends with him. 

FLu, By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle enough in his body; hold there is twelve 
pence for you, and I pray you to ſerve God, and keep 

you out of the prawls and prabbles, and quarrels and 
diſſentions, and I warrant you it is the better for you. 

WIL. I will none of your mony. 

FLv. It is with a good will; I can tell you it will 
ſerve you to mend your ſhoes; come, wherefore 
ſhould you be ſo paſhful ; your ſhooes is not ſo good; 
*tis a good filling I warrant you, or I will change it. 


SCENE XVII. 
Enter Herald. 
K. HENRY. Are the dead number'd ? 
HER. Here is the number of the ſlaughter'd French. 
K. HENRY. What priſoners of good ſort are taken, 
uncle? | 
ExE. 4 Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the 
King; 
John Duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouchiquald: 
Of other Lords and Barons, Kinghts and Squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, beſides common men. 
K. HE NAX. This note doth tell me of ten thou- 
ſand French 
Slain in the field; of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twenty fix; added to theſe, 
Of Knights, Eſquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
Eight thouſand and four hundred ; of the which, 
+ This liſt is copied from Hall, 
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Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights; 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, 
There are but ſixteen hundred mercenaries : 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, 'Squires, 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 
The names of thoſe their nobles that lye dead: 
Charles Delabreth, high conſtable of France ; 
Jaques of Chatilion, admiral of France; 
The maſter of the croſs-bows, lord Rambures ; 
Great maſter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dau- 
phin ; | 
John Duke of Alanſon, Anthony Duke of Brabant 
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy ; 
And Edward Duke of Bar: Of luſty Earls, 
Grandpree and Rouſſie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, 
Beaumont and Marle, Vaudemont and Leſtrale. 
Here was a royal fellowſhip of death ! 
Where is the number of our Engliſh dead? [folk, 
Ex E. Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suf- 
Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam Eſquire ; 
None elſe of name; and of all other men, 
But five and twenty. 
K. HENRY. O God, thy arm was here! 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone 
Aſcribe we all. When, without ſtratagem, 
But in plain ſhock and ev'n play of battle, 
Was ever known ſo great and little loſs 
On one part and on th' other ? take it, God, 
For it is only thine, 
Ex k. Tis wonderful! [lage : 
K. HENRY. Come, go we in proceſſion to the vil- 
And be it death proclaimed through our hoſt, 
To boaſt of this, or take that praiſe from God, 
Which is his only, 
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FL v. Is it not lawful, an pleaſe your Majeſty, to 


tell how many is kill'd ? [ledgment, 
K. HENRY. Yes, captain; but with this acknow- 
That G od fought for us. 
FL u. Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 
+ K. Henry. Do we all holy rites ; 
Let there be ſung Non nobis, and Te deum: 
The dead with charity enclos'd in clay. 
And then to Calais and to England then, 
Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy men. 
[Exeunt, 


ACT V. SCENE I, 
Enter ChoRus. 


OUCHSAFE to thoſe that have not read 
| the ſtory, 

That I may prompt them; and to ſuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th' excuſe 
Of time, of numbers, and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here preſented. Now we bear the King [ſeen, 
Tow'rd Calais : grant him there; and there being 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts 
Athwart the ſea: behold the Engliſh beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives and boys, 
Whoſe ſhouts and claps out-voice the deep-mouth'd 
Which like a mighty whiffler fore the King [ ſea, 


+ The King (ſay the Chroniclers) cauſed the pſalm In exitu 
Iſrael de Aegypto (in which according to the Vulgate is included 
the pſalm Non nobis domine, Cc.) to be ſung after the vic- 
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Seems to prepare his way; ſo let him land, 

And ſolemnly ſee him ſet on to London, 

So ſwift a pace hath thought, that even now 

You may imagine him upon Black-heath : 

Where that his lords deſire him to have born 

His bruiſed helmet and his bended ſword 

Before him through the city ; he forbids it; 

Being free from vainneſs and ſelf-glorious pride: 

Giving full trophy, ſignal, and oſtent, 

Quite from himſelt to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-houſe of thought, 

How London doth pour out her citizens. 

The Mayor and all his brethren in beſt ſort, 

Like to the ſenators of antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their conqu'ring Caeſar in, 

As by a low, but loving likelihood, 

+ Were now the General of our gracious Empreſs 

(As in good time he may) from Ireland coming, 

Bringing rebellion broached on his ſword ; 

How many would the peaceful city quit, 

To welcomehim ? much more (and much more cauſe 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England's ſtay at home : 

The Emperor's coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them; and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chanc'd, 

Till Harry's back return again to France: 

There muſt we bring him; and my ſelf have play's 

The int'rim, by remembring you tis paſt, 

Then brook abridgment, and your eyes advance 

After your thoughts, ſtrait back again to France, [ Exit. 
+ The Earl of Eſſex, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth. 
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SCENE II. 
FRANCE. 


Enter FLUELLEN and Gow ER. 

Gow, Nay, that's right : but why wear you your 
Leek to-day ? St. David's day is paſt. 

FL u. There is occaſions and cauſes why and where- 
fore in all things; I will tell you as a friend, captain 
Gower; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggarly, lowſie, prag- 
ging knave Piſtol, which you and your felf and all the 
world know to be no petter than a fellow (look you 
now) of no merits; he 1s come to me and prings me 
pread and ſalt yeſterday, look you, and bid me eat my 
Leek; it was in a place where I could breed no con- 
tentions with him ; but I will be ſo pold as to wear it 
in my cap till 1 ſee him once again, and then I will tel! 
him a little piece of my deſires. 

Enter PisTOL. 


Gow. Why here he comes, ſwelling like a Turky- 


cock. 
Piu. Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleſſe you aunchient Piſtol : you ſcurvy 
lowſie knave, God pleſſe you. 

PisT. Ha! art thou bedlam ? doſt thou thirſt, baſe 

Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parcas' fatal web ? 
Hence, I am qualmiſh at the ſmell of Leek. 

FL u. I peſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie knave, 
at my deſires and my requeſts and my petitions, to eat, 
look you, this Leek, becauſe, look you, you do not 
love it, and your affections and your appetites and 
your digeſtions does not agree with it; I would dſire 
you to eat it. 
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PIs r. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

FLu. There 1s one Goat for you, [Strikes him. 
Will you be ſo good, ſcald knave, as eat it? 

PIs r. Baſe Trojan thou ſhalt die. 

FL. You ſay very true, ſcald knave, when God's 
will is: I will deſire you to live in the mean time and 
eat your victuals; come, there is ſawce for it 
[Strikes him] You call'd me yeſterday mountain- 
Squire, but I will make you to-day a Squire of low 
degree. I pray you fall to; it you can mock a leek, 
you can eat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, captain, yon have aſtoniſh'd him. 

FL v. I fay I will make him eat ſome part of my 
leck, or I will peat his pate four days and four nights. 
Pite I pray you, it is good for your green wound and 
your ploody coxcomb. 

Pis r. Mult I bite? 

FL v. Yes out of doubt and out of queſtions too, 
and ambiguities. 

PIs r. By this leek I will moſt horribly revenge ; I 
eat and ſwear 

FLv. Eat I pray you; will you have ſome more 
ſaw ce to your leek ? there is not enough leek to ſwear 
by. 

PIs r. Quiet thy cudgel, thou doſt ſee I eat. 

Flv. Much good do you, ſcald knave, heartily. 
Nay, pray you throw none away, the ſkin is good for 
your proken coxcomb: when you take occaſions to 
ſee leeks hereafter I pray you mock at 'em, that's 
all. | 
PIs r. Good, 

FLu. Ay, Leeks is good; hold you, there is 2 
groat to heal your pate. 

PIs r. Me a groat? 

Vor. IV. N 
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FL u. Yes verily and in truth you ſhall take it, or 
I have another leek in my pocket which you ſhall 
eat. 
PIs T. I take thy groat in earneſt of revenge. 
Flu. If 1 owe you any thing I will pay you in cud- 
gels, you ſhall be a woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels; God pe wr' you and keep you, and 
heal your pate. | [Exit, 
Pis r. All hell ſhall ſtir for this. : 
. Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly 
knave: will you mock at an ancient tradition, began 
upon an honourable reſpe&, and worn as a memo- 
rable trophy of predeceaſed valour, and dare not a- 
vouch in your deeds any of your words? I have ſeen 
you gleeking and galling at this gentleman twice or 
thrice, You thought, becauſe he could not ſpeak 
Engliſh in the native garb, he could not therefore 
handle an Engliſh cudgel; you find it otherwiſe, and 
henceforth let a Welſh correction teach, you a good 
Engliſh condition: fare you well. [Exit. 
Pis r. Doth fortune play the huſwife with me 
| now ? 
News have I that my Dol is dead of malady of 
France, 
And there my rendezvous is quite cut off: 
Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd will I turn, 
And ſomething lean to cut-purſe of quick hand: 
To England will I ſteal, and there I'll ſteal; 
And patches will I get unto theſe ſcars, 


And ſwear I got them in the Gallia wars, DLExii. 


1. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter at one door King HEXR Y, EXETER, BE D- 
FORD, WARWICK, and other Lords; at another, 
the French King, Queen Is ABEL, the Duke of 
BURGUNDY, and other French. 

K. HEXR Y. Peace to this meeting wherefore we 
are met: 

Unto our brother France, and to our ſiſter, 

Health and fair time of day; joy and good wiſhes 

To our moſt fair and princely couſin Katharine; 

And as a branch and member of this royalty, 

By whom this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 

We do ſalute you Duke of Burgundy, 

And Princes French and Peers, health to you all. 
FR. Kix. Right joyous are we to behold your 

face, | 
Moſt worthy brother England, fairly met, 

So are you Princes Engliſh, every one, 

Q. Is A. So happy be the iſſue, brother England, 

Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 

As we are now glad to behold your eyes : 
Your:eyes, which hitherto have born in them 
Againſt the French that met them in their bent, 
The fatal balls of murthering baſiliſſcs: 
The venom of ſuch looks we fairly hope 
Have loſt their quality, and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 
K. HEXRY. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
Q. Is a. You Engliſh Princes all, I do falute you. 
Bo. My duty to you both on equal love; 
Great Kings of France and England. That I've la- 
bour'd 
With all my wits, my pains, and ſtrong endeayours, 
N 2 


| 
| 


= — p 


104 KING HE NRX v. v. z. 


To bring your moſt imperial Majeſties 

Unto this bar and royal interview, 

Your mightineſſes on both parts can witneſs, 
Since then my office hath ſo far prevail'd, 
That face to face and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not diſgrace me, 
If I demand before this royal view 

What rub or what impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poor and mangled peace, 
Dear nurſe of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 
Should not in this beſt garden of the world 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely viſage ? 


Alas ! the hath from France too long been chas'd, 


And all her huſbandry doth lye on heaps, 
Corrupting inits own fertility. 

Her vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies; her hedges even pleach'd, 
Like priſoners wildly over-grown with hair 

Put forth diſorder'd twigs : her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory 

Doth root upon; while that the culter ruſts, 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch ſavagery : 

The even mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled cowſlip, burnet, and green clover, 
Wanting the ſcythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by idleneſs, and nothing teems 

But hateful docks, rough thillles, keckſies, burs, 
Loſing both beauty and utility ; 


And all our vineyards, fallows, meads and hedges, 


Defective in their natures, grow to wildneſs. 
Even ſo our houſes, and ourſelves and children 
Have loſt, or do not learn for want of time, 
The ſciences that ſhould become our country ; 
But grow like ſavages, (as ſoldiers will, 
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That nothing do but meditate on blood) 

To {wearing and ſtern looks, diffus'd attire, 

And every thing that ſeems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour * 

You are aſſembled : and my ſpecch intreats 

That I may know the let, why gentle peace 

Should not expel theſe inconveniencies, 

And bleſs us with her former qualities. F[peace, 

K. HENRY If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the 
Whole want gives growth to th' imperfections 
Which you have cited; you muſt buy that peace 
With full accord to all our juſt demands: 

Whoſe tenures and particular effects 
You have enſchedul'd briefly in your hands. [as yet 

Bou RG. The King hath heard them; to the which 
There is no anſwer made. 

K. HENRY. Well then; the peace 
Which you before ſo urg'd, lyes in his anſwer, 

Fr. KiNG, | have but with a curſory eye 
O'er-glanc'd the articles ; pleaſeth your grace 
T” appoint ſome of your council preſently 
To lit with us, once more with better heed 
To re- ſurvey them; we will ſuddenly 
Paſs our accept and peremptory anſwer, 

K. HENRY. Brother, we ſhall. Go, uncle Exeter, 
And brother Clarence, brother, Glouceſter, 
Warwick and Huntington, go with the King; 

And take with you free Pow'r to ratiſie, 
Augment, or alter, as your wiſdoms beſt 

Shall ſee advantageable for our dignity, 

And we'll conſigu thereto, Will you, fair ſiſter, 
Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 

Q. Is a. Our gracious brother, I will go with them; 
Haply a woman's yoice may do ſome good, 
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When articles too nicely urg'd be ſtood on. [with us, 
K. HENRY. Yet leave our couſin Katharine here 


She is our capital demand, compris'd 


Within the fore-rank of our articles. 
Q. Is A. She hath good leave. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Manent King Henry, KATHARINE and a Lady. 
K. Henxry, Fair Katharine, molt fair, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a ſoldier terms, 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear, 
And plead his love-ſuit to her gentle heart ? 
KaTH. Your Majeſty ſhall mock at me, I cannot 
ſpeak your England. 
EK. Henxv. O fair Katharine, if you will love me 
ſoundly with your French heart, I will be glad to hear 
you confeſs it brokenly with your Engliſh tongue. 
Do you like me, Kate ? 
KarTn. Pardonnez moy, I cannot tell vat is /ike me. 


K. HeNRy. An angel is like you, Kate, and you 


are like an angel. 

KATH. Que dit- il, que je ſuis ſemblable d les Anges ? 

LADv. Ouy verament (ſauf voſtre grace) anſi dit-il. 

K. HE NR. I ſaid ſo, dear Katharine, and I muſt 
not bluſh to affirm ĩt. 

KaTH. O bon Dieu! les langues des hommes ſont 
pleines de tromperies. 

K. HENRY. What ſays ſhe, fair one? that tongues 
of men are full of deceits ? | 

Lapy. Ouy, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of 
deceits : dat is de Princes. 

K. HE NR. The Princeſs is the better Engliſh wo- 
man. I'faith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy underſtand- 
ing; I am glad thou canſt ſpeak no better Engliſh, for 


a, * 
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if thou could'ſt thou would'ſt find me ſuch a plain 


King, that thou would ſt think i had fold my farm to 
buy my crown. I know no ways to mince it in love, 
bur directly to ſay I love you; then if you urge me 
further than to ſay, do you in faith? I wear out my 
ſuit. Give me your anſwer, i' faith do, and ſo clap 
hands and a bargain; how ſay you, lady ? 

KaTH. Sauf votre honneur, me underſtand well. 
K. HENRY. Marry if you would put me to verſes, 
or to dance for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me; 
for the one I have neither words nor meaſure; and for 
the other I have no ſtrength in meaſure, yet a reaſon- 
able meaſure in ſtrength. If I could win a lady at 
leap- frog, or by vaulting into my ſaddle with my ar- 
mour on my back; under the correction of bragging 
be it ſpoken, I ſhould quickly leap into a wife. Or if 
I might buffet for my love, or bound my horſe for her 
favours, I could lay on like a butcher, and fit like a 


| Jack-an-apes, never off, But before God, Kate, I can- 


not look greenly nor gaſp out my eloquence, nor have 
I cunning in proteſtation ; only downright oaths, 
which I never uſe till urg'd, and never break for ur- 
ging. If thou canſt love a fellow of this temper, Kate, 
whoſe face is not worth ſun-burning ; that never looks 
in his glaſs for love of any thing he fees there; 
let thine eye be thy cook. I fpeak plain ſoldier; if 
thou canſt love me for this, take me; if not, to ſay to 
thee that I ſhall die is true ; but for thy love, by the 
lord, no: yet I love thee too. And while thou liv'ſt 
dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and uncoined con- 
ſtancy, for he perforce mult do thee right, becauſe he 
hath not the gift to voo in other places: for theſe 
fellows of infinite tongue, that can rhime themſelves 


into ladies fayours, they do always reafon themſelves 
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out again. What? a ſpeaker is but a prater; a rhime 
is but a ballad ; a good leg will fall, a ſtraight back 
will ſtoop, a black beard will turn white, a curl'd pate 
will grow bald, a fair face will wither, a full eye will 
wax hollow; but a good heart, Kate, is the ſun and 
the moon; or rather the ſun, and not the moon; for it 
ſhines bright and never changes, but keeps his owls 
truly. If thou would'ſt have ſuch a one, take me; 
take a ſoldier; take a King: and what ſay'ſt thou 
then ro my love? ſpeak my fair, and fairly I pray 
thee. 

Kar R. Is it poſſible dat! ſould love de enemy of 
France ? 

K. HENRY. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould 
love the enemy of France, Kate; but in loving me 
you ſhould love the friend of France; for I love 
TOs ſo well that I will not part with a village of 

: I will have it all mine; and Kate, when France is 
mine and I am yours, then. yours is France, and you 
are mine. 

Kar, I cannot tell vhat is dat. 

K. HENRY. No Kate? I will tell thee in French, 
(which I am ſure will hang upon my tongue like a 
new married wife about her huſband's neck, hardly 
to be ſhook off) quand j; ay le poſe on de France, et 
quand vous aves le poſſeſſion de moi (let me ſee, what 
then? St. Dennis be my ſpeed) Donc vo/tre eft France, 
et vous eſtes mienne. It is as eaſie for me, Kate, to 
conquer the kingdom as to ſpeak ſo much more 
French : I ſhall never move thee in French, unleſs it 
be to laugh at me. 

. Karn. Sauf veſtre honneur, le Frangois que vou, 
parlex, eſt mellieur que P Anglois lequel je parle. 
EK. HENRv. No faith is't not, Kate; but thy ſpeak · 
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ing of my tongue and I thine, moſt truly falſly, muſt 
needs be granted to be much at one. But Kate, doſt 
thou underſtand thus much Engliſh ? canſt thou love 
me? | 

Kar. I cannot tell. 

K. HENRY. Can any of your neighbours tell, 
Kate? I'Il aſk them. Come, I know thou loveſt me; 
and at night when you come into your cloſet, you'll 
queſtion this gentlewoman about me; and I know 
Kate you will to her diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that 
you love with your heart; but good Kate mock me 
mercifully, the rather, gentle Princeſs, becauſe I love 
thee cruelly, If ever thou beeſt mine, Kate, (as I 
have ſaving faith within me tells me thou ſhalt) I get 
thee with ſcambling, and thou mult therefore needs 
prove a good ſoldier-breeder : ſhall not thou and I be- 
tween St. Dennis and St. George, compound a boy 
half French, half Engliſh, that ſhall go to Conſtanti- 
nople and take the Turk by the beard ? ſhall we not ? 
what ſay'ſt thou, my fair Flower-de-luce ? 

KaTH, I do not know dat. 

K. HENRY. No, tis hereafter to know, but now 
to promiſe ; do but now promiſe, Kate, you will en- 
deavour for your French part of ſuch a boy; and for 
my Engliſh moiety take the word of a King and a 
batchelor. How anſwer you, La plus belle Catharine 
du monde, mon tres chere et divine deeſſe. 

KaTn. Your Majeitee ave fauſe Frenche enough 
to deceive de moſt ſage damoiſel dat is ex France. 

K. HENRY. Now fie upon my falſe French; by 
mine honour in true Engliſh I love thee, Kate; by 
which honour I dare not ſwear thou loveſt me, yet 
my blood begins to flatter me that thou doſt, notwith- 
ſanding the poor and untempering effect of my viſage. 

Vor. IV. O 
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Now beſhrew my father's ambition, he was thinking 


of civil wars when he got me; therefore was I created 
with a ſtubborn outſide, with an aſpect of iron, that 
when I come to woo ladies I fright them; but in faith 
Kate, the elder I wax, the better I ſhall appear, My 
comtort is, that old age (that ill layer up of beauty) 
can do no more ſpoil upon my face. Thou haſt me, 
if thou haſt me, at the worſt; and thou ſhalt wear 
me, if thou wear me, better and better; and therefore 
tell me, molt fair Katharine, will you have me? Put 
of! your maiden bluſhes, avouch the thoughts of your 
heart with the looks of an Empreſs, take me by the 
hand and ſay, Harry of England I am thine 5 which 


word thou ſhalt no ſooner bleſs mine ear withal, but I 


will tell thee aloud, England is thine, Ireland is thine, 


France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet is thine; who 


tho' I {peak it before his face, if he be not fellow with 
the belt King, thou ſhalt find the belt King of good 
fellows. Come, your anſwer in broken muſick; for 
thy voice is muſick, and thy Engliſh broken: there- 
fore Queen of all, Katharine, break thy mind to me 
in broken Engliſh, wilt thou have me? 

KATH, Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe le roy mon pere. 


K. Hengv, Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate ; it 


ſhall pleaſe him, Kate. 

KarTH, Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

K. HENRY. Upon that I kiſs your hand, and I call 
you my Queen. 

KaTH. Laifez mon ſeigneur, laiſez, laiſſex, ma foy : 
Je ne veus point que vous abbaiſſez vgſtre grandeur, en 
baiſant le main dune veſtre indigne ſerviteur, excuſes 
may. Je vous ſupplie mon tres-puiſſant Seigneur. 

K. HENRY. Then I will kiſs your lips, Kate. 

KATH. Les dames et damoiſels pour eſire baiſce de- 
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want leur nopces il weſt pas le coutume de France. 

K. HENRY. Madam my interpreter, what ſays ſhe ? 

Lady. Dat it is not be de faſhion pr le ladies of 
France; I cannot tell what is bai/e en Englith, 

K. HENRY. To kiſs. 

Lap v. Your Majeſty entendre bettre que auov. 

K. HINRv. Is it not a faſhion for the maids in 
France to kiſs before they are married, would ſhe 
ſay ? 

LADY. Ouy vrayement. 

K. Hen&Ry. O Kate, nice cuſtoms curt'ſie to great 
Kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be conſin d within 
the weak liſt of a country's faſhion : we are the mak- 
ers of manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows our 
places ſtops the mouth of all find-faults, as I will do 
yours, for the upholding thenice faſhion of your coun- 
try in denying me a kiſs ; therefore patiently and yield- 
ing. [Kiſing ber.] You have witchcraft in your lips, 
Kate; there is more eloquence in a touch of then - 
than in the tongues of the French council; and they 
ſhould ſooner perſuade Harry of England than a ge— 
neral petitioa of monarchs. Here comes your fa— 
ther, 


SCENE: V. 
Enter the French and the Engliſh Lords. 


BURG. God ſave your Majeſty! my royal couſin, 
teach you our Princeſs Engliſh ? 

K. HENRY. I would have her learn, my fair couſin, 
how perfectly I love her, and that is good Engliſh, 

BukG. Is ihe apt? 

K. HENRY. Our tongue is rough, and my condi- 
tion is not ſmooth; ſo that having neither the voice 
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nor the heart of hatred about me, I cannot ſo conjure 
up the ſpirit of love in her that he will appear in his 
true likeneſs, 

Bu RG. Pardon the frankneſs of my mirth, if I an- 
{wer you for that. If you would conjure in her, you 
mult make a circle; if conjure up love in her in his 
true likeneſs, he muſt appear naked and blind. Can 
you blame her then, being a maid yet ros'd over with 
the virgin crimſon of modeſty, if ſhe deny the appear- 
ance of a naked blind boy, in her naked ſeeing ſelf ? 
it were, my lord, a hard condition for a maid to con- 
ſign to. 

K. HENRY. Yet they do wink and field, as love! is 
blind and enforces. 

Bux. They are then excus d, my lord, ha 
they ſee not what they do. 

K. HE XR. Then, good my lord, teach your cou- 
ſin to conſent to winking. 

Bux. Iwill wink on her to conſent, my lord, if 
you will teach her to know my meaning. Maids well 
ſummer'd and warm kept, are like flies at Bartholo- 
Taew-tide, blind, though they have their eyes: and 
then they will endure handling, which before would 
not abide looking on. 

K. Henry. This moral ties me over to time, and 
a hot ſummer; and ſo I ſhall catch the flie your cou- 
fiq in the latter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too, 

BURG. As love is, my lord, before it loves. 

K. HENRY. It is ſo; and you may ſome of you 
thank love for my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a 
fair French city, for one fair French maid that ſtands 
in my way. | 
FR. Kix. Yes my lord, you ſee them perſpective- 
ly; the cities turn'd into a maid ; for they are all 
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ter'd. 

K. HE NR. Shall Kate be my wife? 

FR. K1NG, So pleaſe you. 

K. Hr XR. I am content, ſo the maiden cities you 
talk of may wait on her; ſo the maid that ſtood in. 
the way for my wiſh ſhall ſhew me the way to my 
will. 

FR. KinG, We have conſented to all terms of 

reaſon, 

K. HENRY. Is't ſo, my lords of England? 

WES r. The King hath granted every article: 
His daughter firſt ; and then in ſequel all, 

According to their firm propoſed nature. 

Ex E. Only he hath not yet ſubſcribed this: 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of 
France having occaſion to write for matter of grant, 
ſhall name your highneſs in this form, and with this 
addition in French: noſtre tres cher fils Henry Roy 
d' Angleterre, heretier de France: and thus in Latin; 
Praeclariſſimus filius noſter Henricus Rex Angliae et 
haeres Franciae. | 

FR. KinG, Yet this I have not (brother) ſo de- 

ny'd, 
But your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. 

K. HEXRV. I pray you then in love and dear al- 

liance, 
Let that one article rank with the reſt, 
And thereupon give me your daughter, 
FR. Kino, Take her, fair ſon, and from her blood 
raiſe up 
Iſſue to me, that theſe contending kingdoms 
England and France, whoſe very ſhoars look pale 
With enyy of each other's happineſs, 


112 KING HENRY V. V. 5. 


nor the heart of hatred about me, I cannot ſo conjure 
up the ſpirit of love in her that he will appear in his 
true likeneſs, 

Bu RG. Pardon the frankneſs of my mirth, if I an- 
ſwer you for that. If you would conjure in her, you 
mult make a circle; if conjure up love in her in his 
true likeneſs, he muſt appear naked and blind. Can 
you blame her then, being a maid yet ros'd over with 
the virgin crimſon of modeſty, if ſhe deny the appear- 
ance of a naked blind boy, in her naked ſeeing ſelf ? 
it were, my lord, a hard condition for a maid to con- 
ſion to, 

K. HEnxv. Yet they do wink and yield, as love is 
blind and enforces. 

BusG. They are then excus'd, my lord, when 
they ſee not what they do. 

K. HENRY. Then, good my lord, teach your cou- 
fin to conſent to winking. 

Bux. I will wink on her to conſent, my lord, if 
you will teach her to know my meaning. Maids well 
ſummer'd and warm kept, are like flies at Bartholo- 
mew-tide, blind, though they have their eyes: and 
then they will endure handling, which before would 
not abide looking on. 

K. Henry. This moral ties me over to time, and 
a hot ſummer; and ſo I ſhall catch the flie your cou- 
ſig in the latter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too, 

BVR. As love is, my lord, before it loves. 

K. HENRY. It is ſo; and you may ſome of you 
thank love for my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a 
fair French city, for one fair French maid that ſtands 
in my way. 

PF. Kix G. Yes my lord, you ſee them perſpective- 
ly; the cities turn'd into a maid; for they are all 


girdled 

ter'd. 
1 
FR. 
1 

talk of 


WE 
His dai 
Accord 

Ex1 
Where 
France 
ſhall ne 
additic 
d' Angl 
Praeccl, 
haeres. 

FR. 


; V. 5. 113 
girdled with 1 ar hath never en- 
ter'd, 

K. Hen&y. Shall Kate be my wife? 

FR. Kix G. So pleaſe you. 

K. HENRY. I am content, ſo the maiden cities you 
talk of may wait on her; ſo the maid that ſtood in 
the way for my wiſh ſhall ſhew me the way to my 
will. 

FR. KinG, We have conſented to all terms of 

reaſon, 

K. HENRY. Is't ſo, my lords of England? 

WeEsrT. The King hath granted every article: 
His daughter firſt ; and then in ſequel all, 

According to their firm propoſed nature. 

Ex E. Only he hath not yet ſubſcribed this: 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of 
France having occaſion to write for matter of grant, 
ſhall name your highneſs in this form, and with this 
addition in French: notre tres cher fils Henry Roy 
d' Angleterre, heretier de France : and thus in Latin 
Praeclariſſimus filius noſter Henricus Rex Angliae et 
haeres Franciae. | 

FR. KI x G. Yet this I have not (brother) ſo de- 

ny'd, 
But your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. 

K. HENRY, I pray you then in love and dear al- 

liance, 
Let that one article rank with the reſt, 
And thereupon give me your daughter, 
FR. Kino, Take her, fair ſon, and from her blood 
raiſe up 
Iſſue to me, that theſe contending kingdoms 
England and France, whoſe very ſhoars look pale 
With envy of each other's happineſs, 


114 KIN 


May ceaſe their h: conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and e accord 
In their ſweet breaſts, that never war advance 
His bleeding {word *twixt England and fair France. 
Loks. Amen. 
K. Henry. Now welcome, Kate; and bear me 
witneſs all, 
That here I kiſs her as my Soveraign Queen. 
[Flouriſh. 
Q. Is a. God, the beſt maker of all marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one: 
As man and wife being two are one in love, 
So be there *rwixt your kingdoms ſuch a ſpouſal, 
That never may ill office, or fell jealouſie 
Which troubles oft the bed of bleſſed marriage, 
Thruſt in between the paſſion of theſe kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league : 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
Receive each other. God ſpeak this Amen. 
ALL. Amen, 
K. HEXAL. Prepare we for our marriage; on 
which day, 
My lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath 
And all the Peers, for ſurety of our leagues. 
Then ſhall I ſwear to Kate, and you to me, 
And may our oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. 
| [ Exeunt, 


ion 


rxeunt. 
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Enter Chorus. 


Thus far with rough and all- unable pen 
Our bending author hath purſu'd the ſtory 
In little room confining mighty men, 
Mangling by ſtarts the full courſe of their glory. 
Small time, but in that ſmall moſt greatly liv d 
This ſtar of England. Fortune made his ſword ; 
By which the world's beſt garden he atchiey'd, 
And of it left his ſon imperial lord, 
Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown'd King 
Of France and England, did this King ſucceed : 
Whoſe ſtate ſo many had the managing, 
That they loſt France, and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our ſtage hath ſhown; and for their ſake, 
In your fair minds let this acceptance take, 


The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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